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The  Bradys  Under  Fire; 

OR, 

\  i  jv 

Tracking  a  Gang  of  Outlaws. 


BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  CASE  IN  COLORADO. 

“I  don't  see  anv  other  remedy,”  said  the  chief  of  the 
Secret  Service.  “You  men  will  have  to  go  to  Red  Canyon. 
I  haven’t  any  other  men  on  the  force  who  can  handle  this 
case.” 

“It  looks  to  me  more  like  a  case  for  vigilants  than  for 
detectives,”'  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Bah!  The  vigilants  can  do  nothing  with  old  Chavez. 
He  is  the  most  cunning  outlaw  in  the  whole  Southwest.” 

The  two  Bradys  were  much  interested  in  the  chief’s 
statement. 

The  case  was  a  thrilling  one. 

For  a  year  past  trains  had  been  held  up  on  the  Red  Can¬ 
yon  Railroad,  in  Colorado,  by  a  notorious  band  of  outlaws. 

On  one  of  these  trains  were  two  passengers,  Hamilton 
Ray  and  Lucy,  his  daughter. 

Ray  was  a  wealthy  capitalist  from  Chicago. 

He  was  robbed  and  maltreated,  and  bound  to  his  car 
-eat.  The  other  passengers  stood  by  covered  with  Win¬ 
chesters. 

What  was  worse,  Old  Chavez,  the  chief  of  the  outlaws,  in¬ 
sisted  upon  carrying  pretty  Lucy  Ray  away  to  be  held  for 
ransom. 

everything  possible  had  been  done  to  track  down  the 

bandits  and  rescue  the  young  girl. 

But  Old  Chavez,  the  outlaw,  was  too  wilv  and  cunning. 

He  held  his  position  in  the  hills  and  no  effort  would  su  fr 
<\c(.  to  ferret,  him  out. 


Weeks  passed,  and  defeat  was  the  only  result. 

Mr.  Hamilton  Ray  was  a  very  wealthy  man.  He  stood 
ready  to  spend  his  fortune  for  the  rescue  of  his  daughter. 

Ransom  was  finally  offered  the  old  Mexican  outlaw. 

But  now,  to  the  horror  of  the  agonized  father,  the  fol¬ 
lowing  reply  came  back: 

“To  the  American  Senor: 

,  •  'V  •;  . 

“Chavez  sends  his  compliments.  He  will  not  accept 
ransom  for  the  young  girl  now,  as  she  is  soon  to  become  the 
bride  of  one  of  his  young  men  who  has  fallen  in  love  with 
her.  Chavez.” 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the  Chicago  millionaire 
was  nearly  driven  mad. 

“Any  price — anything  I  will  give  the  man  who  rescues 
my  child  !”  he  cried.  “I  will  give  my  whole  fortune.” 

But  old  mountaineers  shook  their  heads  and  said  : 

“It  can’t  be  done.” 

From  Chicago  in  post  haste  had  come  Jack  Mason,  the 
kidnapped  girl’s  young  lover. 

He  was  rash  and  reckless,  and  invaded  the  hills  alone  to 
accomplish  her  rescue. 

The  result  was  that  report  soon  reached  Red  Cliff  that 
he  had  met  his  death  in  a  fight  with  three  of  the  outlaws. 

Whether  this  was  true  or  not,  he  did  not  return. 

This  added  to  the  frantic  horror  and  grief  of  the  Chicago 
millionaire. 

He  had  even  partly  decided  to  go  alone  himself  into  the 
bills,  when  lie  met  a  friend  from  New  York,  who  gave  him 
good  advice. 
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“Ten  thousand  soldiers  might  not  rescue  your  daughter, 
he  said.  “It  is  not  a  question  of  superior  force.  What  is 
needed  now  is  strategy  and  sharp  detective  work. 

“Now  1  know  of  two  men  in  New  York  who  can  surely 
outwit  Old  Chavez  if  you  can  get  them  to  come  here.  ’ 

Mr.  Ray  was  an  eager  listener. 

“Yv ire  they?”  he  cried.  “Can  I  secure  them?” 

“  I  think  so.  I  advise  you  to  wire  the  chief  of  the  Secret 
Service  in  New  York,  and  ask  him  to  send  the  Bradys  on 
here  at  once.” 

“The  Bradys?” 

“Yes.  They  are  the  keenest  detectives  in  this  country, 
if  not  in  the  world.  You  cannot  fail  with  their  assistance.” 

“I  will  do  it.”  ' 

So  it  happened  that  the  case  of  robbery  and  abduction  in 
far-away  Colorado  got  into  the  hands  of  the  Secret  Service 
men. 

The  reader  will  thus  understand  the  remarks  of  the  chief 
of  the  Secret  Service  given  at  the  beginning  of  this  s^ory. 

The  Bradys  were  more  than  willing  to  go  to  Colorado. 

The  outlook  for  adventure  was  good  and  strong. 

And  that  was  what  they  liked. 

So  at  once  they  made  quick  preparations.  They  left 
New  York  on  the  first  westward  bound  express. 

They  traveled  to  Colorado  the  fastest  possible  way. 

When  they  reached  Red  Cliff  they.alighted  from  the  train 
and  made  their  wav  to  the  little  hotel. 

V 

Their  arrival  was  expected,  but  they  were  not  recognized. 

Before  the  hotel  a  gang  of  men  stood  in  excited  conver¬ 
sation.  - 

Hamilton  Ray  himself  was  one  of  the  group.  As  the 
Bradys  leisurely  joined  the  circle  he  was  speaking. 

“Yes,  I  place  great  hopes  in  the  Eastern  detectives,”  he 
said.  “I  have  faith  that  they  will  rescue  my  child.” 

“Humph  !”  said  a  burly  mountaineer.  “I’ll  bet  ye  four 
to  one  they  won’t  do  a  durned  thing.” 

“Indeed!”  exclaimed  Mr.  Ray.  “How  do  you  know 
that?” 

“Well,  it  stands  to  reason.” 

“Explain.” 

“It’s  easy  ter  see.  Them  tenderfoot  detectives  don’t 
know  nuthin’  about  the  mountains,  nor  about  Old  Chanez. 
IIe’11  jest  bottle  ’em  up  jest  as  he  did  your  young  dude 
friend  from  Chicago.” 

There  was  a  chorus  of  affirmative  grunts  from  the  crowd. 

“Well,”  said  Mr.  Ray,  still  hopeful,  “I  have  faith  in 
them.” 

“Why.  how  kin  they  do  anythin’,  when  our  best  moun¬ 
tain  men  can't  git  in  sight  of  Chavez?” 

“I  don’t  know,  but  detectives  have  their  methods.” 

“Waal,  I'm  bettin’  they  don’t  count.” 

The  Bradys  looked  at  each  other  and  smiled  grimly. 

They  entered  the  hotel  quietly. 

‘I  believe  we  made  a  mistake  in  coming  here  openly, 
partner,”  said  Harry.  “We  ought  to  have  adopted  a  dis¬ 
guise.” 

“ Do  you  think  so?” 

“Don’t  you?” 


Old  King  Brady’s  face  wore  an  inscrutable  expresHon. 

“You  are  partly  right,”  he  said.  “But  I  guess  it's  ju.-t 
as  well.” 

The  Bradys  stepped  to  the  hotel  counter. 

The  clerk  in  his  loud  shirt  and  flashy  cravat  handed  them 
a  pen. 

“I  reckon  you’re  from  the  East?”  he  ventured. 

“Yes,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  kin  alius  tell.  There  is  a  different  stamp.  Our  folks 
don’t  carry  quite  the  style.” 

Old  King  Brady  wrote  in  a  large  hand : 

“James  Beady,  New  York  City. 

“  Harry  Brady,  ”  ” 

The  clerk  stared  at  the  register.  Then  he  looked  at  the 
detectives  with  open  eyes. 

“Jericho!”  he  ejaculated.  “I  reckon  you  are  them  de¬ 
tectives  from  New  York  come  out  here  to  hunt  down  Old 
Chavez?” 

“  We  are  detectives,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  spose  you  want  to  see  Mr.  Ray?” 

“We  will  look  him  up  shortly.” 

“Waal,  I  never!  I  hope  ye  hev  good  luck,  derned  if  I 
don’t.” 

“Thank  you.” 

“But  I  tell  ye,  that  old  Mexican  is  a  tough  old  rooster. 
I  don’t  believe  the  United  States  army  could  drive  him  out 
of  his  den.” 

“He  must  be  well  entrenched.” 

“Well,  you  bet !  But,  I  say,  if  I  was  goin’  to  ferret  him 
out  I’ll  tell  ye  what  I’d  do.” 

“Ah  !”  said  Harry,  idly. 

“I’d  start  in  about  the  middle^of  the  Sugar  Loaf  Hill 
and  blast  a  hole  into  the  mountain,  and  put  in  a  dozen 
barrels  of  dynamite  and  blow  him  up.” 

“That  is  a  plan  worth  considering,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  dryly.  “I  think  we  will  go  to  our  room.” 

“Ah,  yes.  Front!” 

A  half-breed  lad  came  up  and  took  the  kev  from  the 
clerk.  The  Bradys  had  no  luggage  but  a  small  hand  bag. 

In  their  room  they  washed  and  made  ready  for  the  even¬ 
ing  meal. 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  “we  have  made  a  beginning.” 

“That’s  right.  Did  you  notice  that  big,  hulking  fellow 
who  was  doing  the  talking  with  Mr.  Rav’” 

“Yes.” 

Well,  I  heard  him  called  Monte  Bill.  T  believe  he'll 
hear  watching.” 

“He  shall  be  watched.” 

I  imagine  Chavez  has  any  number  of  spies  and  emis¬ 
saries  hereabouts.” 

“No  doubt.” 

“Wo  must  he  on  our  guard  for  them.  They  will  give  us 

trouble. 

“At  fhe  same  time  we  ought  to  find  them  of  service.” 

“Oh,  yes.  we  shall.  I  mean  to  shadow  this  Monte  Bill  a 
bit.” 
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A  short  while  later  the  Bradys  were  ready  to  go  down¬ 
stairs. 

But  just  at  that  moment  there  came  a  nervous  rap  at 
the  door.  f 

“Come  in !”  cried  Harry. 

The  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Ray  appeared  on  the  threshold. 

He  came  in  effusively. 

“1  just  saw  your  names  on  the  register,”  he  declared. 
“Indeed  1  am  glad  to  see  you.  Ah,  this  gives  me  new 
hope.  ”  . 

“You  must  not  build  too  high  hopes  on  us,”  said  Harry. 

“Well,  I  shall!”  cried  the  eager  millionaire.  “For  I 
know  that  you  will  rescue  Lucy.” 

“We  shall  try.” 

“1  know  you  will.  You  see,  these  people  here  can  do 
nothing,  for  Chavez  has  them  frightened  to  a  standstill. 
Put  them  under  fire,  and  they  are  cowards.” 

“Well,  we  will  get  under  fire  and  see  how  we  can  stand 
it,”  laughed  Harry. 


CHAPTER  II. 

AN  INCIDENT  AT  FRASER’S  HOTEL. 

The  millionaire  now  gave  the  detectives  an  accurate  out¬ 
line  of  the  case. 

He  detailed  all  the  efforts  which  had  been  made  and  the 
failures. 

He  also  spoke  of  young  Mason. 

“I  don't  know  whether  Jack  is  dead  or  not,”  he  said. 
“Sometimes  I  cling  to  the  hope  that  he  is  alive  and  hard 
at  work  up  there  in.  the  hills.” 

“Was  not  the  report  of  his  death  authentic?” 

“Nothing  can  be  depended  upon  here.  All  sorts  of 
stories  are  brought  here,  and  most  of  them  are  lies.” 

“It  will  be  pleasant  to  find  the  young  man  alive.” 

“I  pray  God  you  may.” 

“We  will  do  our  best.” 

“I  will  not  ask  you  yet  what  plans  you  have.  First 
come  down  and  have  some  supper.” 

So  the  Bradys  descended  with  Mr.  Ray. 

Of  course  their  arrival  had  been  heralded  all  over  the  lit¬ 
tle  frontier  town. 

Pr-ople  regarded  them  with  curious  interest. 

They  saw  two  well-dressed,  quiet-appearing  men. 

Old  King  Brady  was  a  man  of  strong  physique,  white 
hair,  and  wore  a  wide-brimmed  hat. 

Harry  was  a  handsome,  keen  youth. 

A  good  many  of  the  wiseacres  sneered  and  whispered : 

“They’ll  git  lost  afore  another  nightfall.  Chavez  will 
make  monkeys  of  them.” 

The  Brady.-:  indulged  in  quiet  talk  with. Mr.  Ray. 

They  seemed  to  heed  nobody  in  the  room. 

But  as  a  matter  of  fact  every  person  was  under  sur¬ 
veillance.  Not  a  detail  escaped  them. 


They  ate  their  supper  and  then  strolled  into  the  bar¬ 
room. 

In  the  evening  it  was  customary  for  the  denizens  of  the 
town  to  gather  here  for  social  converse. 

The  Bradys  saw  at  once  that  they  attracted  attention. 
Every  eye  was  upon  them. 

Mr.  Ray  gave  them  a  detailed  account  of  his  efforts  to 
rescue  his  daughter. 

“If  the  mountaineers  would  stand  by  me,”  he  said,  “I 
think  I  could  succeed.  But  as  I  say,  they  are  overawed  by 
Chavez.” 

This  remark  was  overheard  by  a  burly  fellow  who  stood 
near. 

It  was  Monte  Bill. 

He  advanced  now,  and  said : 

“Pardon  me  fer  inteferin’,  Mr.  Ray;  but  thar’s  one  man 
in  the  mountains  who  ain’t  afearcl  of  Chavez.” 

Monte  Bill  spoke  loudly,  and  every  word  was  plainly 
heard  in  the  barroom. 

In  an  instant  all  were  listening. 

Mr.  Ray  flushed  with  annoyance. 

“I’d  like  to  know  who  he  is.”  he  said. 

Monte  Bill  made  a  deep  bow. 

“  I  am  the  man  !” 

A  murmur  went  through  the  throng. 

Mr.  Ray’s  lip  curled  with  scorn. 

“You?”  he  said  lightly. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  big  mountaineer.  “I  ain’t  afeard  of 
man  or  devil.  Chavez  kain’t  skeer  me.” 

“Then  you  are  just  the  chap  to  beard  him.” 

“Waal,  if  you’ll  go  with  me,  I’ll  do  it.” 

This  reply  created  a  sensation. 

Mr.  Ray  shot  a  glance  at  the  Bradys. 

“What  do  you  know  about  Chavez?”  asked  the  mil¬ 
lionaire. 

“More  than  you  do.” 

“Perhaps  so.  Do  you  know  where  he  is  now?” 

“Yas,  I  do.” 

This  astonishing  reply  added  to  the  excitement  of  the 
bystanders. 

“Come,  now,”  said  Mr.  Ray;  “you  like  money.  There  is 
a  big  reward  offered  for  the  capture  of  Chavez.” 

“I  dunno  as  I  kin  capture  him,”  said  Monte,  “but  I  kin 
go  straight  to  his  den,  an’  I’ll  bet  I  kin  do  it  without  his 
knowin’  of  it,  too.” 

“Good  for  you,  Monte  !”  cried  a  voice  in  the  crowd.  “You 
won’t  hev  to  send  East  fer  detectives  to  find  him,  either.” 

“No,  you  bet  I  won’t,”  agreed  the  mountaineer. 

Mr.  Ray’s  face  flushed. 

The  Bradys  only  smiled  grimly. 

“Well,  now,  I  know  that  you  are  making  an  empty 
boast,”  said  the  millionaire. 

“You  do,  eh?” 

“Yes,  I  do.  There  has  been  a  big  reward  hung  out  for 
the  man  who  would  lead  the  way  to  the  stronghold  of 
Chavez.  You  would  have  taken  it  if  you  could  have  dons 
what  you  say  you  can.” 

Monte  Bill’s  hand  stole  toward  his  hip  pocket. 


I 


T1IE  BRADYS  UNDER  FIRE. 


A 


His  greenish  eyes  snapped. 

“  Do  you  mean  to  say  1  lie?”  he  asked. 

“1  say  you  are  a  big  brag,  and  a  blowhard,”  said  Mr. 
Ray. 

In  an  instant  Monte  Bill’s  revolver  came  out. 

He  fired,  but  not  at  Mr.  Ray. 

A  hand  of  iron  and  a  wrist  of  steel  shot  forward  and 
gripped  his  wrist,  turning  the  pistol  upward. 

The  bullet  smashed  a  bottle  on  the  upper  shelf  back  of 

•  \ 

the  bar. 

Old  King  Brady  it  was  who  had  arrested  the  aim. 

Astonished,  the  would-be  murderer  turned  and  glared  at 
the  old  detective. 

“Let  go  of  my  wrist !”  He  gritted. 

Old  King  Brady's  eyes  looked  stonily  into  those  of  the 
desperado. 

.  “  I  will !”  he  said. 

At  the  same  moment  he  turned  the  brute’s  wrist  as  if  in 
a  vise.  A  yell  of  pain  escaped  Monte  Bill,  and  the  revolver 
dropped  to  the  floor. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  relaxed  his  hold,  and  stepped 
quietly  back. 

A  pin  could  have  been  heard  to  drop  in  the  barroom. 

Every  eye  was  fixed  on  the  desperado  and  the  detective. 

Old  King  Brady  stood  nonchalant  and  immobile,  as  if 
nothing  had  happened. 

Monte  Bill  held  his  sprained  wrist  in  his  other  hand. 
The  agony  had  not  yet  passed  away. 

But  deadly  hatred  and  fury  blazed  in  his  eyes. 

“Curse  you  1”  he  gritted.  “I'll  have  your  life  fer  this !” 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  reply. 

The  fellow  stooped  to  pick  up  his  revolver. 

The  old  detective  said  mechanically  : 

“Stand  up!  Let  it  alone!”.  . 

Instinctively  Monte  straightened  up.  He  glared  at  Old 
King  Brady. 

“T  want  my  gun,”  he  said.  “What’s  your  game?” 

“You're  not  a  safe  man  to  carry  a  gun.  Pick  it  up, 
Harry.” 

The  young  detective  obeyed. 

Old  King  Brady  took  it  and  ejected  the  cartridges.  Then 
he.  handed  it  to  Monte. 

“If  I  see  you  try  to  load  it  I'll  shoot  you  dead,”  he  said 
coolly.  “Now,  boys,  all  have  a  drink  on  me.” 

The  crowd  flocked  noisily  to  the  bar. 

The  detectives  had  played  a  high  card. 

They  enforced  the  respect  of  the  lawless  habitues  of  the 
place. 

In  Red  Cliff  the  man  who  could  not  shoot  or  stand  his 
ground  was  in  hard  luck. 

It  was  natural  for  them  to  look  upon  the  Eastern  tender¬ 
foot  as  lawful  game. 

They  had  fancied  the  Bradys  of  that  type. 

They  did  not  know  that  the  two  detectives  had  served 
time  on  the  frontier  and  were  up  in  Indian  fighting  and 
scouting,  as  well  as  they. 

Drinks  several  times  exchanged  put  all  in  a- good  humor.* 

But  Monte  Bill  had  sullenly  refused  to  drink. 


He  showed  his  bad  spirit  by  holding  aloof  and  finally 
slinking  out  into  the  night. 

Hi  Fraser,  the  keeper  of  the  hotel,  approached  the  Bradyft 
and  said : 

“I’m  durned  glad  ye  turned  him  down.  He  thought  ye 
was  soft.  He's  the  wust  sneakin’  cur  in  this  'ere  town.” 

“That's  my  opinion,”  said  Mr.  Ray. 

“  Yes,’^ continued  Fraser,  “and  keep  yer  eyes  out.  He'll 
knife  ye  in  the  dark  if  he  can.” 

“Do  you  fancy  he  knows  anything  about  the  hiding  place 
of  Chavez?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

Fraser  closed  his  eye. 

“Thar’s  a  heap  of  spies  around  hyar,”  he  said.  “I  tell 
ye,  that  cuss  will  bear  watching.” 

“Well,”  said  the  old  detective,  quietly,  “I  agree  with 
you.” 

The  detectives  seemed  now  to  have  gained  the  good  will 
of  the  denizens  of  Red  Cliff. 

Many  suggestions  were  vouchsafed  as  to  the  best  plan 
for  capturing  Chavez. 

The  Bradys  listened  respectfully,  and  pretended  to  con¬ 
sider  each  one. 

Finally,  however,  the  crowd  dispersed,  and  the  excitement 
died  out. 

It  was  now  about  ten  o’clock. 

“Well,’’  said  Mr.  Rav,  “T  feel  sure  you  can  organize  a 
band  here  now  to  go  up  into  the  mountains  and  corner 
Chavez.  These  men  will  follow  you.  All  they  want  is  a 
leader.” 

“I  don’t  think  that  will  be  our  plan,”  Said  Old  King 
Brady. 

Mr.  Ray  looked  surprised. 

“You  do  not?” 

“No.” 

“Do  you  mind  telling  me  what  your  plan  is?” 

“We  have  not  decided  yet.  But  we  shall  leave  Red  Cliff 
to-morrow  morning  ” 

c*' 

The  millionaire  was  astonished. 

“What  l  he  exclaimed,  “You  are  going*  alone  into  flic 
mountains?  Ah,  T  fear  that  would  be  foolish.  Jack  Ma¬ 
son  has  been  sacrificed,  or  at  least  so  it  is  believed,  in  that 
way.”  .  . 

Old  King  Brady  smiled. 

“All  right,  Mr.  Ray,”  he  said.  “We  will  report  to  you 
when  we  have  something  of  valt/e  to  report.” 

Ihe  millionaire  was  curious,  but  still  managed  to  keep  it 

to  himself.  He  presently  wished  the  detectives  good-night 
and  retired. 

The  Bradys  went  to  their  room. 

But  not  to  bed. 

There  was  work  for  them  to  do. 


CHAPTER  TIT. 

MONTE  HAS  A  PLAN. 

The  Bradys  entered  their  room  and  secured  the  door. 

I  hen  they  proceeded  to  make  a  remarkable  change  in 
their  appearance. 
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Their  clothing  turned  inside  out  showed  the  buckskin 
finish  of  a  plainsman. 

Their  valise  yielded  up  a  couple  of  felt  hats,  some  wigs 
and  false  mustaches,  and  some  cosmetic. 

This  was  of  a  brown  hue,  and  when  their  makeups  were 
completed  they  were  a  good  type  of  Mexican  and  plains¬ 
man. 

Their  complexions  were  changed,  and  so  naturally  that 
a  dye  would  never  be  suspected. 

Thus  equipped  they  thrust  revolvers  and  knives  in  their 
belts.  Then  Old  King  Brady  wrote  a  brief  note  and  left  it 
on  the  bed. 

Thus  it  read; 

“  To  Mr.  Ray  : 

“  Dear  Sir  :  We  think  the  case  a  little  bit  difficult,  and 
have  decided  to  secure  assistance.  We  will  return  at  the 
earliest  possible  day,  and  will  confer  with  you  then. 

“Yours,  •  The  Bradys. ” 

Then  the  two  detectives  left  the  room.  Old  King  Brady 
carried  the  valise  under  his  arm. 

They  made  their  way  unobserved  out  of  the  hotel  l?y  a 
back  door. 

Old  King  Brady  secreted  the  valise  in  an  outbuilding. 
Then  the  two  detectives  leisurely  strolled  around  to  the 
front  of  the  hotel. 

There  were  loungers  yet  in  the  barroom. 

The  Bradys  entered. 

They  went  to  the  bar. 

They  attracted  little  attention.  But  as  they  stood  at  the 

bar  two  men  entered. 

\ 

One  was  Monte  Bill. 

The  other  was  a  dark,  thin-faced  man,  with  a  wiry  mus¬ 
tache. 

Bill  looked  about  the  room  critically. 

Then  he  went  to  the  bar. 

“Is  them  ’ere  detectives  in  the  place  yet?”  he  asked. 

“I  reckon  they’ve  gone  to  bed,”  said  the  bartender. 

“  Humph  !  I’d  like  durned  well  to  see  ’em.” 

“Well,  I  guess  ye’ll  have  to  wait  till  to-morrow.  They 
left  orders  not  to  be  disturbed.” 

Monte  glanced  carelessly  at  the  Bradys.  He  did  not  pene¬ 
trate  their  disguise. 

Then  he  said  to  his  companion : 

“It’s  cussed  luck!  No  use  to  try  to  git  ’em  out  to¬ 
night.” 

The  wiry  individual  smiled  in  a  chilly  way,  and  said: 

“('live  ’em  till  ter-morrer.” 

“All  right.”  • 

Then  both  walked  out  of  the  barroom.  Then  Old  King 
Brady  turned  to  the  bartender. 

fri  a  Mexican  patois  he  asked: 

“Who  is  the!  leetle  man  with  the  wiry  mustache?” 

The  barkeeper  looked  surprised. 

“  You  must  be  new  around  here,”  he  said. 

“We  are  from  Llano  Estocado.” 
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“Oh,  ye're  Texans,  eh?  Waal,  tliet  chap  with  the  black 
eves  is  Ruel  Bent,  Red  Knee,  ther  boys  call  him.  He’s  a 
dead  shot,  an’  a  bad  man.  Jest  steer  clear  when  he  comes 
along.” 

“Hub  !  We  see  men  like  him  down  in  Mexico.” 

“Oh,  ye  do?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  ye  don’t  see  many.  I  kin  tell  you,  Ruel  is  a  bad 
one.  He  has  killed  a  round  dozen  men  in  his  day.” 

The  Bradys  drew  away  from  the  bar. 

They  went  to  the  door  and  looked  out.  There  stood  the 
two  villains  in  quiet  conversation.  I 

The  Bradys  emerged  from  the  hotel  and  passed  by  the  two 
desperadoes. 

As  they  did  so  Red  Knee  chuckled  in  a  curious  way. 

It  seemed  like  a  species  of  challenge,  but  the  Bradys  did 
not  accept  it. 

They  passed  on  into  the  shadows. 

But  they  did  not  go  far. 

They  stopped  and  listened. 

Presently  footsteps  were  heard  near  at  hand. 

Then  two  men  brushed  past  them  without  seeing  them. 

They  were  cursing  and  talking  in  low  tones. 

But  yet  their  words  were  not  distinguishable.  The 
Bradys  knew  at  once  who  they  were. 

It  was  Ruel  and  Monte  Bill. 

It  required  but  a  moment  for  the  Bradys  to  decide  to  fol¬ 
io w  them. 

The  detectives  fell  noiselessly  in  behind  them. 

Down  the  village  street  they  went.  At  the  lower  end  of 
the  street  a  bridge  spanned  a  mountain  torrent. 

Here  the  tramp  of  horses’  hoofs  could  be  heard. 

Then  the  voice  of  Bent,  high  pitched,  broke  forth : 

“Hi,  ve  denied  mule!  Stand  still!  ;This  ’ere  is  the 
wust  broncho  I  ever  rode,  Monte.” 

“Break  his  derned  jaw.” 

“I  feel  ugly  enough  to.  Waal,  you  keep  yer  eye  on  them 
two  detectives.” 

“I  will.’l 

“Derned  sorry  I  didn’t  run  up  agin  ’em.” 

“So  am  I.  I’d  like  to  hev  seen  the  fun.  Oh,  that  old 
chap  thinks  he’s  a  cuckoo.” 

“Waal,  I’d  make  him  look  like  a  Digger, Injun  in  ten 
seconds,  if  I  could  run  up  agin  him.” 

“Ye’ll  git  the  chance.” 

“I  hope  so.  Now,  Monte,  remember  an’  have  everything 
ready  fer  thet  job.  Thar’ll  be  sixty  thousand  in  gold  in 
ther  express  car.” 

“Great  snakes!  We  want  it.” 

“Waal,  you  bet.” 

“Good-night.” 

There  was  a  clatter  of  hoofs  and  Monte  Bill  began  to 
retrace  his  steps  alone  to  Fraser’s  Hotel. 

The  Bradys  followed  him. 

When  they  reached  the  hotel  all  was  quiet. 

Most  of  the  habitues  had  retired. 

The  Bradys  went  up  to  the  bar  and  called  for  a  room. 
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The  bartender  swung  the  register  around.  But  Old 
King  Brady  made  a  sign  that  he  could  not  write. 

“All  right,”  said  the  bartender;  “what's  your  name?” 

“Miguel  Ferreira,”  said  Harry. 

“Juan  Cazenova,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  The  bar¬ 
tender  wrote  them  down.  He  produced  a  key. 

Again  the  halfbreed  boy  was  called  and  led  the  way 

to  their  room. 

This  time  the  Bradys  turned  in  and  slept. 

Early  the  next  morning  they  arose  and  went  below  stairs. 

Monte  Bill  sat  in  a  chair  by  the  door. 

He  glanced  at  them  idly.  • 

The  two  pseudo  Mexicans  walked  boldly  up  to  him. 

Harry  held  out  a  cigarette. 

“Smoke,  Senor  Americano,”  he  said,  genially.  “I  wish 
you  fair.” 

Monte  Bill  unbent  himself. 

“Aw,  thanks,  greasers,”  he  said,  in  a  rough  way.  “Yew 
doggone  Mexicans  kin  roll  terbacker  all  right.  Jest  about 
as  slick  as  ye  kin  change  the  brand  on  another  man's  steer.” 

Harry  affected  a  laugh. 

“The  Senor  is  hard  on  us  poor  Mexicans,”  he  said. 
“Now,  we  are  not  bad  at  all.” 

“Let  you  tell  it.” 

Monte  lit  the  cigarette. 

Tobacco  has  a  wonderfully  soothing  effect  on  the  nerves. 
It  quieted  the  vengeful  desperado. 

It  also  loosed  his  tongue. 

“What  in  tarnation  be  ye  doin'  away  up  hvar?”  he  asked. 
“I'd  look  fer  fellers  like  you  down  on  ther  range.” 

Harry  showed  his  teeth. 

“Ah,  we  have-a  de  gold  mine,”  he  said.  “No  round-up 
now.  We  no  care  for  cattle.” 

Monte  braced  up. 

His  eyes  shone. 

“Ah,”  he  said,  softly,  “ye’ve  struck  ther  yaller,  have  ye?” 

“Gold,  senor;  handfuls  of  it.  We  go  to  find  machin¬ 
ery.  We  make  our  fortune.” 

“Whar  is  yer  gold  claim?” 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  gesture. 

“One,  two  hundred  mile,”  he  said.  “In  side  of  moun¬ 
tain.  Great  heaps  of  gold.”  ' 

“Ah  !”  said  Monte,  eagerly.  “Don't  ve  want  a  partner?” 

The  two  Mexicans  looked  dubious. 

“No;  we  work  together,  senor.  We  don't  need  it.” 

“Of  course  ye  don't.  But  I’m  an  old  miner  an'  I  could 
help  ye.  What's  more,  1  know  where  there’s  a  heap  of 
good  quartz  machinery  ve  kin  buy  fer  a  song.” 

The  Mexicans  feigned  eagerness. 

“Ah  !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  tell  us  where?” 

“If  you'll  tell  me  where  vour  gold  mine  is.” 

“We  can't  do  that.” 

“All  right,”  said  Monte,  laconically.  “Go  and  see  what 
luck  you'll  have  getting  machinery.” 

“Ah,  senor,”  exclaimed  Harry,  eagerly,  “we  will  pay 
von  to  take  us  to  this  man.” 

“And  will  you  hire  me  to  help  ye  work  the  claim?” 


“Si,  senor.” 

“  U's  a  bargain!”  cried  Monte,  as  he  leaped  to  his  feet. 
“Have  ye  got  hosses?” 

Old  King  Brady  held  up  his  hands. 

“Ah,  senor,”  he  said,  “our  horses  died  of  the  heat  and 
we  walked  for  one  hundred  miles.” 

“Thet’s  hard.  But  I'll  git  ye  a  couple  of  ponies,  an' 
we’ll  start  right  off.  Hev  ye  got  the  plan  of  yer  claim 
with  ye?” 

“Si,  senor,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  tapping  his  pocket. 
Monte  smiled  in  an  evilly  exultant  way. 

It  was  plain  that  he  believed  he  had  caught  a  couple 
of  suckers.  The  Bradys  were  content. 

The  desperado  went  out  after  the  ponies. 

He  rode  up  to  the  hotel  later  with  them. 

The  Bradvs  mounted  and  rode  away  with  the  villain. 

V 

They  were  keenly  on  their  guard. 

Thev  'rode  out  of  the  town  and  for  some  miles  skirted 
a  deep  canyon.  Monte  Bill  led  the  way. 

Then  the  trail  diverged  right  into  the  foothills. 

At  this  juncture  Old  King  Brady  ventured  some  ques¬ 
tions. 

“Ah,  senor,  how  far  must  we  go?”  he  asked. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

A  CLEVER  GAME. 


Monte  shot  a  glance  at  him  from  the  corner  of  his  eve. 

0  !  \  " 
“Ah,  mobbe  ion  miles,”  he  said. 

“Is  the  machinery  there,  senor?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do  you  know  the  owner?” 

“Oh,  ves.  His  name  is  Chavez.  Oh.  he’s  a  greaser,  too.” 
The  Bradys  exchanged  glances. 

They  saw  the  purpose  of  the  rascal  at  once. 

He  was  deliberatelv  leading  them  into  the  stronghold  of 
Chavez. 


Once  within  the  outlaw  line  they  would  be  made  pris¬ 
oners.  „ 

It  would  then  be  in  order  fo  confiscate  the  plans  of  the 
supposed,  mine  and  possibly  rob  and  murder  the  two 
prisoners. 

And  Monte  Bill  was  thus  proved  a  decoy  bird  for  Chavez. 

The  Bradys  now  had  evidence  enough  to  hang  him. 

o  r 


The  rascal  rode  on  in  a 


grim  manner,  vouchsafing  little 


conversation. 


But  the  Bradys  had  no  idea  of  riding  into  a  trap. 

Their  purpose  was  to  allow  the  villa  ini  to  load  them  as 
near  as  possible  to  Chavez’  stronghold. 

I  hen  they  would  dispose  of  Monte  and  push  on  alone. 

I  lu'v  would  thus  have  gained  an  inkling  at  least  of 
t lie  outlaw's  hiding  place. 

It  looked  a  clever  scheme. 

So  from  time  to  time  Old  King  Brady  interjected  ques¬ 
tions  as  to  the  distance. 
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And  Home  soon  began  to  tell  the  truth. 

“It's  only  about  half  a  mile,”  he  said,  finally.  “lre 
needn't  get  impatient  now;  ye’ll  be  there  in  ten  minutes.” 

The  Bradys  now  saw  that  they  were  entering  a  narrow 
pass. 

Between  high  walls  of  prophyry,  this  pass  extended  how 
far  they  knew  not.  But  they  felt  that  at  the  end  of  that 
pass  was  the  stronghold. 

They  had  now  gone  just  as  far  as  they  dared. 

The  time  for  action  had  come. 

The  Bradys  had  devised  a  clever  plan  of  procedure. 

Old  King  Brady  allowed  his  horse  to  fall  behind  Monte’s. 
Then  he  balanced  his  revolver  in  his  hand. 

In  his  younger  days  he  had  been  unexcelled  in  the  art 
of  throwing. 

His  aim  was  deadly,  and  the  force  of  his  arm  gigantic. 
He  poised  the  revolver  carefully. 

Then  he  let  his  arm  fly  out  with  deadly  precision. 

Straight  to  the  mark  went  the  missile. 

It  struck  Monte  just  back  of  the  ear  with  sickening 
force.  The  old  detective  could  have  brained  his  man  by 
giving  more  force  to  the  blow. 

The  terrible  thud,  however,  bespoke  sufficient  force. 

Monte  straightened,  reeled  and  slid  from  his  pony’s  back 
like  a  limp  bundle  of  rags. 

He  was  unconscious. 

In  a  moment  the  detectives  were  bending  over  him. 

‘‘He’s  all  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “he’ll  get  worse 
than  that  before  he  dies.” 

“The  heart  acts.” 

“Yes,  and  the  skull  i§  not  fractured.  He  will  be  un¬ 
conscious  for  some  while  yet.” 

“What  shall  we  do  with  him?”1 

Old  King  Brady  looked  about  him. 

He  saw  a  fissure  in  the  face  of  the  cliff. 

“There’s  the  place  for  him,”  he  said.  “We  can  cover  it 
with  that  flat  slab  of  rock.  That  will  keep  the  wolves  from 
him.”  V . 

“Correct !” 

The  Bradys  carried  Monte  to  the  fissure.  There  they 
left  him. 

First,  however,  Old  King  Brady  took  the  precaution  to 
bind  him  hand  and  foot. 

“Won’t  he  die  of  starvation?”  asked  Harry. 

“If  he  don’t  show  up  at  Red  Cliff  in  a  day  or  two  we  will 
come  up  and  look  for  him.” 

“J  think  it  likely  that  some  of  Chavez’  men  will  find 
him.” 

“Yes,  to  be  sure.” 

The  Brad  vs  covered  the  fissure  with  the  rock  and  then 
tethered  their  ponies.  They  set  Monte’s  pony  free. 

The  detectives  had  decided  to  go  ahead  on  foot. 

ft  was  deemed  the  safer  way. 

They  crept  up  the  mountain  pass  with  most  extreme  care. 

No  Sioux  on  a  war  trail  could  have  exerted  greater  care. 

Step  by  step  they  crept  on. 

And  it  was  goon  proved  that  this  precaution  was  a  wise 

one. 


Suddenly  their  keen  hearing  caught  the  sound  of  voices. 

Just  in  time  the  Bradys  drew  back  into  a  niche  of  rock 
and  behind  a  clump  of  cacti. 

Two  horsemen  came  down  the  gorge. 

They  were  rough-looking  men,  armed  to  the  teeth.  If 
they  were  not  outlaws,  then  such  did  not  exist. 

The  Bradys  watched  them  closely. 

They  soon  vanished  down  the  defile. 

Old  King  Brady  crept  out  and  tried  to  find  the  trail. 

But  the  scaly  formation  of  the  rock  prevented  this. 

The  best  the  detectives  could  do  was  to  continue  up  the 
pass. 

“Do  you  think  they  were  of  Chavez’  band?”  asked 
Harry. 

“Oh,  yes!” 

“They  were  going  down  the  pass.” 

“Yes.” 

“Won’t  they  find  Monte?” 

“Perhaps  so.” 

“1  think  then  we  had  better  be  on  the  alert.  Of  course 
they’ll  give  the  alarm  and  look  for  us.” 

“Oh,  no  doubt.” 

For  some  while  the  Bradys  crept  on.  The  pass  now 
began  to  merge  into  a  pocket  or  park  in  the  hills. 

It  was  a  beautiful  scene  which  fell  upon  the  gaze  of 
the  detectives. 

High  up  in  the  peaks  in  this  tremendous  altitude  was 
a  green  gem  of  a  valley,  with  a  trickling  brook  and  a  tarn 
or  small  lake. 

High  jagged  peaks  hemmed  the  little  aerial  oasis  in  and 
^dded  a  beautiful  contrast. 

The  detectives,  however,  were  compelled  to  ignore  all 
this. 

Stern  duty  bade  them  go  on,  with  every  nerve  on  the 
alert. 

They  knew  that  somewhere  in  some  hidden  cavern  or 
retreat  in  this  vicinity,  Chavez  had  his  stronghold. 

And  here  the  fair  young  girl,  whose  rescue  they  sought, 
was  held. 

Suddenly  a  startling  sound  reached  their  ears. 

It  was  a  distant,  dull  whistle.  It  came  from  far  down 
the  pass  at  intervals. 

For  a  time  it  was  kept  up  thus.  Then  an  answer  came 
from  first  one  peak  and  then  another. 

The  Bradys  realized  the  danger  of  their  position. 

Monte  Bill  had  been  found  and  released. 

With  his  rescuers  he  had  given  the  alarm,  and  in  re¬ 
sponse  to  the  signal  the  outlaws  were  coming  out  to  make 
search. 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “It  looks  as  if  we  were 
surrounded.” 

“That  is  so.” 

“What  shall  we  do,  partner?” 

“Keep  cool,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Let  us  look  for 
a  place  to  hide.” 

The  doted  iv'-s  la  herd  over  a  vine-grown  ledge  and 
slid  down  into  a  little  crevice. 
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They  were  exposed  to  view  from  above  at  first.  As  Harry 
struck  the  bottom  he  heard  a  hiss  and  a  buzzing  sound. 

A  rattlesnake  was  coiled  at  his  feet. 

Just  in  time  the  young  detective  ground  his  head  under 
his  heel. 

Old  King  Brady’s  face  lit  up. 

“Where  you  find  a  snake  there  is  usually  a  cavern,”  he 
said.  “What  is  behind  those  vines,  Harry?  Pull  them 
aside.” 

The  young  detective  did  so. 

To  his  surprise  he  uncovered  the  mouth  of  a  large  orifice 
in  the  ledge.  How  deep  it  was  he  knew  not. 

But  the  Bradys  crept  into  it  and  drew  the  vines  back 
into  place. 

Here  they  cowered  and  listened. 

Voices  and  footsteps  were  all  about  them. 

Truly  it  was  a  daring  thing  they  had  attempted,  for  they 
were  right  in  the  heart  of  the  outlaws'  den. 

At  any  moment  discovery  might  result  and  that  would 
assuredly  be  death. 

But  the  Bradys  had  little  fear  of  their  hiding  place  being 
detected  by  human  eyesight. 

But  suddenly  to  their  ears  came  the  deep  bay  of  a  hound. 

Old  King  Brady  clutched  Harry’s  arm. 

“My  soul!”  he  gasped.  “We  are  lost.  They  will  find 
us  by  scent.” 

“We  can  only  fight  to  the  death.” 

“Yes.” 

“Sh!  I  hear  voices.” 

Somebody  was  on  the  ledge  just  above.  Voices  were 
plainly  heard  and  the  detectives  were  thrilled  to  hear 
Monte  Bill’s  tones. 

“I  tell  ye  that  they  must  be  found  an’  wiped  out.  I’m 
sure  they  are  detectives;  an",  cuss  ’em,  I  owe  ’em  a  double 
grudge  now.” 

“It  looks  as  if  he  would  have  the  chance  to  pay  it,” 
whispered  Harry. 

“Yes.” 

“Ah,  there  comes  the  dog!” 

The  baying  now  sounded  overhead.  Then  down  the 
ledge  slid  a  lithe  form. 

The  hound  poked  his*  nose  through  the  vines.  Quick  as 
lightning  Old  King  Brady  drove  his  knife  into  the  ani¬ 
mal's  neck. 

There  was  a  fearful  howl  of  canine  agony  and  the  beast 
tumbled  over  in  the  death  struggle. 

“Curses!”  yelled  Monte  from  the  ledge.  “The  dog  is 
done  for.  But  we've  found  'em,  boys.  Come  on,  every 
one  of  ye,  an'  smoke  'em  out !” 

With  wild  yells  the  outlaws  came  rushing  up. 

Bullets  began  to  patter  against  the  rocky  wall. 

Harry  and  Old  King  Brady  shrank  further  back  into 
the  cave. 

And  ns  they  did  so,  suddenly  they  slipped  through  a 
crevice,  slid,  like  a  flash,  down  through  utter  darkness  and 
then  came  out  with  startling  suddenness  into  broad  day¬ 
light.  1 
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CHAPTER  V.  - 


IN  A  TRAP. 


The  first  thing  the  detectives  saw  was  a  mighty  gulf,  a 
thousand  feet  deep. 

They  were  upon  a  shelf  of  rock  which  literally  hung 
over  it. 

They  had  slid  down  through  a  crack  in  the  cliff,  and 
had  they  continued  sliding  would  have  gone  to  an  awful 
death  far  below. 

But  the  shelf  of  rock  had  saved  them. 

“Whew!”  gasped  Old  King  Brady.  “That’s  what  I 
call  a  close  one.” 

“Well,  you  bet.” 

“Where  are  we?” 

The  detectives  saw  a  sheer  wall  above  them.  But  the 
shelf  of  rock  led  around  a  bend  in  the  cliff. 

A  mountain  goat  stood  at  the  corner  of  this  bend  star¬ 
ing  at  them  belligerently. 

But  he  turned  and  vanished  around  the  bend. 

This  taught  the  Bradys  that  the  path  extended  in  that 
direction,  and  there  was  a  chance  for  them. 

They  lost  no  time  in  taking  it. 

They  could  not  hear  nor  see  any  of  the  outlaws  now. 

There  was  no  doubt  that  the  high  cliff  hid  them  from 

view  and  it  was  of  such  a  character  that  the  shelf  of  rock 

» 

could  only  be  reached  in  the  method  employed  by  the 
Bradys. 

So  the  detectives  made  their  way  rapidly  along  the  nar¬ 
row  footpath. 

It  was  by  no  means  an  easy  thing  to  do. 

The  slightest  misstep  would  have  consigned  them  to  a 
frightful  death  in  the  gorge  below. 

Around  the  mountain  wall  they  carefully  crept. 

At  times  the  path  led  down  in  a  zig-zag  way,  many 
hundreds  of  feet. 

It  was  plain  to  the  Bradvs  that  they  would  not  be  able 
to  get  back  to  the  spot  where  they  had  left  their  ponies. 

In  fact,  there  was  no  certaintv  of  finding  them  there. 

V  O 

anyway. 

No  doubt  the  outlaws  had  taken  possession  of  them  at 
the  time  of  their  discovery  of  Monte  Bill. 

It  soon  became  evident  that  the  mountain  path  would 
take  them  to  the  very  lowest  depths  of  the  gorge. 

But  escape  was  now  certain. 

I  he  detectives  had  nothing  more  to  tear  from  the  out¬ 
laws. 


i  ai  dciow  a.  little  stream  ot  water  flowed  through  th 
canyon. 

1  he  Bradys  clambered  on  down  until  thev  reached  ii 
1  hen  t hey  followed  down  the  course  of  the  stream  for 
hundred  yaids.  Here  a  path  led  up  the  opposite  wall  o 

the  canyon. 

* 

“I'm  going  to  take  this  path.”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “ 
don't  know  where  it  leads  to,  Harry.” 

“All  right,  partner.” 
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Up  the  path  they  clambered. 

It  suddenly  terminated  in  an  orifice  or  cavernous  open¬ 
ing  in  the  cliff. 

ilere  was  a  huge  eagles'  eyrie. 

The  birds  Hew  out  with  such  1‘orce  as  to  nearly  knock 
Harry  iuto  the  gorge. 

The  Bradys  crept  into  the  orifice  to  rest. 

“Whew!"  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “This  seems 
to  be  the  end  of  the  path,  Harry." 

“  Yes.” 

“Hello!  did  you  hear  that?” 

Plain  to  the  hearing  of  the  detectives  came  the  sound 
of  voices. 

They  leaned  forward  and  gazed  far  up  the  opposite  wall 
of  the  gorge. 

The  sight  they  beheld  was  comprehensive  and  edifying.’ 

Down  the  opposite  path  a  number  of  outlaws  were 
picking  their  way. 

They  were  in  pursuit  of  the  detectives. 

Once  Old  King  Brady  raised  his  rifle. 

But  he  put  it  down. 

.  “No,”  he  said,  “I  won't  kill  until  we  are  under  fire 
ourselves.” 

“We  might  have  done  better  to  have  gone  on  to  Red 
Cliff.” 

“No,  sir;  I  am  going  to  stay  in  these  hills  until  it  gets 
too  hot  for  us.” 

“Good!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “I  am  with  you.  But  are 
we. in  just  the  best  possible  position?” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“It  looks  to  me  as  if  the  enemy  could  hold  us  here  like 
rats  in  a  trap.” 

“Let  us  see  how  deep  this  cavern  ns.  T  hardly  think 
they  will  track  us  here,  though.” 

“You  don’t?  Look  at  that!”  • 

Both  detectives  saw  a  lithe,  tawny,  half-clad  figure 
creeping  down  the  opposite  path. 

It  was  an  Apache  Indian. 

As  trailers,  these  dusky  fellows  cannot  be  beat. 

The  outlaws  followed  him  in  single  file  and  closelv. 

With  such  unerring  instinct  as  that  possessed  by  the 
savage,  the  Bradys  knew  that  their  position  was  by  no 
means  secure. 

The  Indian  would  surely  find  their  trail. 

There  was  onlv  one  outlet,  and  that  by  means  of  the 
path,  so  far  as  they  knew. 

Of  course  their  defense  was  of  the  best. 

They  could  hold  a  foe  at  bay  as  long  as  their  ammuni¬ 
tion  lasted. 

It  was  hardlv  likely  that  the  outlaws  would  try  to  force 
their  way  into  the  cavern  bv  means  of  that  single  path. 

But  there  was  tla*  terrible  certainty  of  starvation. 

They  would  no  doubt  be  besieged. 

All  things  occurred  to  the  two  detectives. 

They  watched  the  dusky  trailer  with  a  species  of  fas¬ 
cination. 

He  wa-  unerring  in  bis  method. 

Down  the  path  into  the  canyon  bed  he  crept. 


Now  he  made  his  way  down  the  canyon  for  a  ways. 
Then  he  paused  by  the  water's  edge.  The  trail  was 
broken  here. 

But  the  next  moment  he  came  across  with  a  leap. 

“No  use,"  whispered  Old  King  Brady;  “he  has  got  us!” 


“What  shall  we  do?” 

“There  is  but  one  thing.  Eight!” 

Instinctively  the  young  detective  slipped  a  fresh  cart¬ 
ridge  into  his  pistol. 

The  outlaws  now  appeared  excited. 

The  Apache  had  halted  and  was  now  making  rapid  signs. 

“They've  located  us,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“You  think  so?” 

“Certainly.  That  is  what  he  is  telling  them.” 

The  outlaws  were  now  gathered  in  a  knot  at  the  angle 
in  the  canyon  wall.  . 

But  now  they  began  to  spread  out  and  seek  points  of 
vantage  behind  rocks  and  ledges. 

The  Apache  meanwhile  came  on  slowly  up  the  path. 

His  snaky,  bead-like  eyes  were  fixed  closely  on  the  path, 
looking  for  signs. 

He  found  them. 

Then  his  gaze  ran  upward  until  it  reached  the  mouth 
of  the  orifice. 

1  He  gave  a  sudden  grunt. 

Staring  him  in  the  face  was  the  muzzle  of  a  revolver. 

The  way  he  slid  down  the  path  and  into  a  covert  was  a 
caution. 

The  detectives  could  have  killed  him  with  ease. 

But  Old  King  Brady  was  always  averse  to  taking  human 
life. 

There  was  a  long  period  of  silence. 

Then  a  voice  came  from  the  defile. 

“Come  out  an'  surrender  an’  we'll  give  ye  a  chance.  If 
ye  don’t,  wre’ll  kill  ye  like  coyotes.” 

It  was  the  voice  of  Chavez,  the  famous  bandit  leader. 

For  a  moment  {the  detectives  saw  the  old  outlaw  as  he 
stood  at  an  angle  of  t^ie  cliff. 

He  was  tall  and  broad-chested,  and  wore  a  suit  half 
Mexican  and  half  Indian. 

A  much-bejewelled  sombrero  covered  his  head  and  a 
gaudy  Navajo  blanket  hung  from  his  shoulders. 

“Is  Chavez  present?”  asked  Old  King  Brady,  in  a  loud, 
clear  voice. 

“I  am  Chevez,  senors.” 

“Well,  my  friend,  we  are  the  Bradys,  New  York  detec¬ 
tives,  and  we  are  here  to  demand  of  you  the  safe  return 
of  Miss  Lucy  Ray  to  her  father.” 

A  mocking  laugh  came  back. 

“Senor  asks  but  little." 

“I  ask  what  is  right.” 

“The  American  senorita  is  happy.  She  will  soon  be 
the  wife  of  one  of  my  young  men.” 

“You  lie  when  you  say  she  is  happy.  You  are  holding 
her  against  her  will.” 

“Senor  is  violent.  Chavez  can  never  be  brought  to  terms 
by  threats.” 

“Well,  a  had  disease  requires  a  drastic  remedy.  Tn  ask- 
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i  1114  \  on  10  give  lip  the  young  girl  I  have  no  hopes  that  you 
will  do  so.” 

“Why,  then,  does  the  senor  ask?” 

“As  a  matter  of  form.” 

“  Ha,  ha !  The  senor  detective  may  think  he  can  get 
out  of  these  hills  alive.” 

*  “We  intend  to  do  so,  and  take  you  with  us  as  a  prisoner.” 

“You  are  the  prisoners.  How  will  you  escape  me? 
Know  that  every  crevice  in  these  hills  is  known  to  Chavez. 
Every  pass  is  guarded  by  armed  men. 

“It  is  easy  to  come  here,  but  none  go  away.  I  have  only 
to  leave  you  where  you  are  to  starve.” 

The  two  Bradys  knew  that  there  was  logic  in  this  as¬ 
sertion. 

They  realized  their  position  in  its  fullest  sense. 

But  they  were  playing  a  bluff  game. 

It  was  their  only  chance. 

“You  cannot  attack  us,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “we  have 
ammunition  and  shot.-  Not  a  man  can  live  to  get  up  this 
path.” 

“Ah,  senor,  I  beg  to  say  that  we  shall  not  attack  you. 
You  are  safe  from  that.  We  shall  only  wait.” 

“You  will  get  tired  waiting.” 

A  mocking  laugh  was  the  reply. 

Then,  ping !  ping !  came  bullets  against  the  roof  of  the 
little  cave. 

They  could  not  hit  the  detectives,  but.  quantities^)!  lime 
dust  descended  upon  them. 

For  a  while  the  outlaws  kept  up  the  fire. 

The  Bradys  did  not  venture  to  return  it. 

They  wished  to  save  their  ammunition  in  case  of  a  direct 
attack,  which  was  wisdom. 


CHAPTER  YI. 

IN  THE  DARK! 

I 

Nothing  had  been  seen  or  heard  of  ‘Monte  Bill. 

The  Bradys  knew,  however,  that  he  was  very  likely  in 
the  party. 

Time  passed  slowly. 

Darkness  was  not  far  distant. 

The  detectives  counted  every  chance  and  weighed  every 
possibility. 

They  were  forced  to  the  conviction  that  really  there 
was  very  little  chance  for  them  at  their  present  outlook. 

“Humph!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “It  is  rather  tough 
on  us  to  die  in  this  rat-trap  after  so  many  close  escapes  in 
the  past.” 

“That  is  so,”  agreed  Harry. 

“But  it  looks  bad.” 

^“So  it  does.” 

“If  we  make  a  sally  they  will  shoot  us  dead.” 

“If  we  stay  liere  we  shall  starve.” 

“I  wish  we  only  had  reinforcements.  Tf  Ray  would  only 
induce  a  party  of  those  cowardly  Red  Cliff  denizens  to  come 


up  here  and  make  a  fight,  1,  believe  these  scoundrels  could 
be  wiped  out.” 

“Of  course  they  could.” 

“If  we  could  only  manage  to  get  out  of  this  scrape  it 
might  pay  to  enlist  the  Government  troops  in  our  behalf.” 

“Ah,  there  is  no  military  post  near  here.” 

“That  is  true.” 

Then  the  Bradys  discussed  the  situation,  pro  and  con. 

They  still  kept  watch  of  the  little  path  which  led  up 
from  the  gorge. 

Finally  an  idea  struck  Harry. 

“Well,  we  are  dull,”  he  said. 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“We  have  confined  our  attention  to  what  was  before  us. 
We  have  not  once  looked  to  see  what  was  in  our  rear.” 

“That  is  so.  But  I  feafl'it  is  of  no  use.” 

“Why?” 

“These  cliffs  are  full  of  just  such  niches  as  this,  made 
by  the  action  of  the  elements  in  the  limestone.” 

“Yes,  but  it  may  be  that  there  is  depth  to  this  particular 
niche.” 

“You  are  so  sanguine  you  might  take  a  look.” 

“Will  you  guard  the  entrance?” 

“Certainly.” 

The  light  of  day  was  growing  dim  in  the  canyon. 

But  there  was  still  enough  left  to  show  Harry  his  way. 
He  turned  and  crept  deeper  into  the  cave. 

And  to  his  surprise  and  delight  he  saw  that  it  was  more 
than  a  mere  water-hole  in  the  cliff. 

It  seemed  to  grow  broader  and  higher  of  roof  as  he 
crept  on. 

But  suddenly  he  experienced  a  chill.  A  white  wall  rose 
before  him.  *  , 

It  was  the  apparent  termination  of  the  cave. 

But  as  he  was  about  to  turn  about,  impressed  that  his 
hopes  were  futile,  he  felt  a  strong  draught  of  air  in  his  face. 

“That's  queer!”  he  muttered.  “With  only  one  mouth 
there  could  not  be  a  draught  in  this  cave.” 

He  crept  forward  and  tried  to  locate  the  origin  of  the 
draught. 

And  as  lie  did  so  he  placed  his  lingers  in  a  narrow  crevice 
in  the  cavern  floor. 

Up  through  this  the  air  was  gushing  rapidly. 

“Ah!”  he  muttered.  “There  is  another  outlet  to  this 
cave.” 


He  had  hit  upon  the  secret. 

He  knew  the  calcareous  nature  of  the  lime  rock  forma¬ 
tion. 

Y  ater,  overcoming  resistance  in  the  weaker  strata,  had 
percolated  down  through  and  doubtless  made  a  passage  to 
some  distant  point  on  the  other  side  of  the  cliff. 

Y  bother  this  passage  was  large  enough  in  the  main  to 
admit  a  person  was  a  question. 

Certainly  what  Harry  had  already  discovered  of  it  was 
not. 

But  the  young  deteotive  inserted  the  blade  of  his  knife 
into  the  aperture. 

Tt  was  easy  to  crack  off  large  pieces  of  the  soft  stone. 
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Gradually  he  enlarged  the  crevice.  Suddenly  a  large 
my  lion  gave  way  and  went  sliding  down  a  sort  of  tunnel. 

“Ah,  now  we  have  it  !'*  muttered  the  young  detective. 

He  drew  out  a  pocket  lantern  and  lit  it. 

The  rays  illumined  the  depth  of  the  underground  pass¬ 
age. 

It  was  just  what  he  had  guessed  that  it  was,  an  ancient 
water  course,  through  the  strata  of  the  cliff. 

Doubtless  it  emerged  at  some  point  in  the  canyon. 

But  this  was  no  doubt  far  below  and  beyond  the  line 
of  outlaw  guards. 

The  young  detective  was  thrilled. 

He  saw  great  possibilities. 

Not  only  escape  was  assured,  but  he  believed  it  would 
be  possible  to  make  a  bold  move  against  the  outlaw  strong¬ 
hold. 

He  debated  a  moment  whether  to  enter  the  water-course 
without  first  consulting  Old  King  Brady. 

But  he  finally  decided  to  do  so. 

He  lowered  himself  through  the  aperture. 

It  was  a  descending  course,  but  he  managed  to  keep  his 
balance  on  his  hands  and  knees. 

Many  curious  phenomenons  were  revealed  in  the  lan¬ 
tern  light. 

At  times  the  tunnel  enlarged,  at  other  times  it  grew 
very  small. 

But  always  it  was  of  sufficient  size  to  admit  the  passage 
of  his  body. 

It  seemed  to  Harry  that  he  must  have  traveled  a  mile 
when  he  came  to  a  branch  of  the  tunnel  or  rather  to  the 
one  of  which  this  was  a  branch. 

In  this  he  could  stand  erect. 

A  little  stream  trickled  through  it  and  he  was  thus 
guided  to  the  outlet. 

Just  as  the  young  detective  had  fancied  it  led  out  into 
the  canvon. 

But  U  was  a  long  way  below  the  line  of  outlaws. 

Escape  was  a  certainty. 

Deeply  elated,  Harry  now  turned  to  retrace  bis-  steps. 

It  was  a  long,  laborious  task. 

And  its  completion  was  proved  unnecessary  to  his  joy. 

For  just  as  he  reached  a  bend  in  the  passage  he  saw  a 
light  ahead  of  him. 

Somebody  was  coming  through  the  passage. 

Of  course,  it  was  Old  King  Bradv. 

A  moment  later  the  two  detectives  met.  Harry  ,  de¬ 
tailed  bis  experiences. 

“7  suspected  as  much,”  said  the  old  detective.  “And 
I  decided  to  go  after  you.  T  found  the  crevice  and  follow¬ 
ed  you.” 

“Oood  !  We  are  safe  now.  But  what  is  our  best  plan  ?” 

“Plan  !”  said  the  old  detective.  “Why,  the  world  is  ours. 
Even' thing  i«  possible  now.” 

“Well,  to  he  sure.” 

“You  see,  tho«e  chaps  will  hang  out  in  the  canyon  all 
eight,  waiting  for  us  to  come  out  and  be  shot  or  to  sur¬ 
render.”  1 

“Which  is  their  mistake.” 


“Just  a  bit.  Now,  while  they  are  there,  we  must  do 
some  campaign  work  around  these  hills.” 

“If  we  only  knew  just  where  their  stronghold  was.” 

“That  is  it.” 

“We  must  find  it.” 

“We  will  do  so.” 

The  detectives  now  made  their  way  to  the  outlet  of  the 
water-course.  A  short  while  later  they  came  out  into  the 
canyon . 

“Old  Chavez  said  he  knew  every  crevice  in  these  hills,” 
said  Harry.  “It  is  evident  he  did  not  know  of  this  one.” 

“That  is  so.” 

The  Bradys  now  found  that  deep  shadows  hung  in  the 
canyon. 

There  was  yet  light  enough  to  guide  them  down  the  pass, 
though.  They  soon  came  to  a  place  where  the  wall  broad¬ 
ened. 

And  here  a  pith  was  found  leading  upward. 

After  an  hour  of  hard  climbing  they  once  more  reached 
the  spot  they  had  left  a  short  while  before. 

They  were  convinced  that  the  outlaws’  den  was  some- 
where  near  at  hand. 

After  a  long  and  fruitless  quest,  a  plan  occurred  to 
Harrv. 

“I  think,”  he  said,  “that  we  would  do  well  to  wait  here, 
and  when  some  of  the  outlaws  come  along,  follow  them.” 

“If  tile}"  come.” 

“They  are  bound  to,  sooner  or  later,  for  this  is  certainly 
their  route.” 

“That  is  so.  Well,  let  us  wait.” 

The  Bradys  crouched  down  against  the  wall  of  the  de- 

slowlv. 

of  every  sound. 

For  fully  two  hours  they  waited  thus.  Then  suddenly 
Harry  clutched  Old  King  Brady’s  arm. 

“It’s  coming!”  he  whispered. 

There  was  a  slight  crunching  tread.  Outlined  against 
the  opposite  wall  of  the  defile  the  Brad}'s  saw  a  creeping 
figure. 

They  did  not  doubt  that  it  was  one  of  the  outlaws  re¬ 
turning  to  the  den. 

Now  was  their  chance. 

Silently  they  started  after  the  unknown.  For  a  ways 
they  followed  him  successfully. 

Then  he  went  out  of  sight  in  a  patch  of  shadow. 

Harry  was  in  the  lead. 

Without  warning  an  unexpected  thing  happened. 

As  the  young  detective  glided*  into  the  shadow  he  came 
into  collision  with  a  dark  form. 

In  an  instant  he  felt  powerful  arms  about  him.  There 
was  no  outcry,  only  a  silent  struggle. 

Harry  grappled  the  unknown  and  exerted  all  his 
strength. 

They  fell,  and,  as  luck  had  it,  Harrv  was  uppermost. 

Tn  a  moment  he  had  pinioned  his  antagonist  to  the 
earth. 

Old  King  Brady  had  attempted  to  come  to  his  assists 
ancc.  j 

1  {  . 


file  and  waited.  Time  passed 
They  listened  and  took  note 
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“What  is  the  matter,  Harry?”  he  asked,  in  a  low  tone. 

“I  ran  into  the  fellow  and  have  him  down,”  replied  the 
young  detective.  “Get  out  your  lantern  and  let  us  see 
his  facer/1  , 

Old  King  Brady  lost  no  time  in  complying  with  this  re¬ 
quest.  ' 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  OUTLAWS'  DEN. 

\ 

Even  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment  it  occurred  to 
Harry  as  strange  that  the  fellow  had  made  no  outcry  of 
alarm. 

•  * 

Had  he  done  so  he  might  have  summoned  his  brother 

outlaws  to  his  assistance.  9 

But  he  lay  silent,  though  by  no  means  inactive  under 
Harrv.  ^ 

«/  i 

The  young  detective,  however,  had  a  hold  which  could 
not  be  broken. 

“IPs  of  no  use,  my  friend,”  he  said  ;  “you  are  helpless. 
You  might  as  well  give  up.” 

Old  King  Brady  now  flashed  the  lantern  into  the  un¬ 
known’s  face. 

The  two  detectives  had  expected  to  see  the  coarse,  brutal 
features  of  a  hardened  ruffian. 

They  were  startled  to  see  that  he  was  not  such. 

A  slight-framed  man  he  was.  A  mere  youth,  with 
regular,  handsome  features. 

There  was  a  desperate  light  in  his  eyes,  and  he  made 
repeated  struggles  to  (free  himself. 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “I  didn't  know  Chavez 
had  any  such  chaps  as  this  in  his  gang.” 

These  words  seemed  to  have  a  magical  effect  on  the  youth. 

He  ceased  struggling. 

“What!”  he  exclaimed,  in  a  rich  clear  voice,  “are  you 
not  Chavez’  men?” 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “But  you  arc.” 

“I  am  not.” 

“What?” 

Harry  half  released  his  hold. 

“Look  out!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Hold  him  tight, 
Harry.  That  may  be  a  game/’ 

“No,  I  assure  you,”  declared*the  youth.  “I  am  not  an 
outlaw.  In  fact,  I  am  an  enemy  to  Chavez.” 

“Who  are  you?”  asked  Harry. 

“My  name  is  Jack  Mason.  I  am  in  these  hills  for  the 
purpose  of  rescuing  a  young  lady  held  captive  by  Chavez, 
the  outlaw.” 

Harry  leaped  to  his  feet. 

“Great  Scott!”  cried  the  young  detective.  “This  ista 
go.  We  are  here  for  the  same  purpose.” 

Mason  was  astonished. 

“Who  are  you  ?” 

“We  are  the  Bradys,  New.  York  detectives.” 

A  sharp  cry  of  joy  escaped  the  youth's  lips. 


“  Heaven  be  praised !”  he  cried.  “Somebody  has  come  ;it 
last  to  aid  me.  1  was  in  despair.  1  have  worked  alone  here 
for  weeks.” 

“And  you  are  believed  dead  by  Mr.  Ray.” 

“Why  hasn't  Mr.  Ray  come  here  with  a  posse  of  men?*’ 

“Ah,  he  has  been  unable  to  get  his  men  into  the  hills. 
They  will  run  at  the  mention  of  Chavez.” 

“Cowards!” 

“That  is  what  they  are!” 

Young  Mason  then  told  the  story  of  his  thrilling  adven¬ 
tures. 

A  number  of  times  he  had  come  near  carrying  his  point. 
He  had  located  the  outlaws’  den. 

It  was,  as  he  described  it,  a  deep  pocket  in  the  hills,  and 
reached  only  by  a  bridge  of  ropes  across  a  deep  chasm. 

This  bridge  could  be  withdrawn,  rendering  the  entrance 
to  the  place  an  utter  impossibility,  as  sheer  walls  rose  on 
every  hand. 

On  this  sort  of  elevated  plateau  the  outlaws  held  out. 

It  seemed  an  impossibility  for  any  outsider  to  get  into 
the  place,  for  the  bridge  of  ropes  was  closely  guarded. 

A  man  might  be  shot  easily  for  making  the  attempt. 

The  Bradvs  then  described  their  adventures. 

4/ 

Young  Mason  listened  with  deep  interest. 

“So  Chavez  and  his  men  are  down  in  the  gorge?”  he 
said.  “Well,  if  we  only  had  a  handful  of  men  now  we  could 
do  some  business.” 

“So  we  could.” 

“My  purpose  has  been  to  capture  Chavez.” 

“What  for?” 

“It  is  utterly  useless  to  attempt  to  rescue  Lucy  in  the 
face  of  such  odds.  Now  Chavez  even  ventures  down  to  Red 
Cliff  in  disguise. 

“If  we  could  capture  him  it  would  be  easy  to  put  a  noose 
about  his  neck  and  force  him  to  agree  to  surrender  the 
girl.” 

“By  Jove!”  said  Harry,  “that  is  a  brilliant  thought.” 

“This  fellow  Monte  Bill  is  the  capper  for  Chavez  down 
at  Red  Cliff,”  continued  Mason.  “1  know  that  Chavez 
often  goes  down  there  with  him.” 

“What  an  opportunity!” 

“Certainly.” 

The  Bradys  were  deeply  impressed  with  Mason’s  plan. 

“Whew  !”  exclaimed  Harrv.  “How  lucky  that  neither  of 
us  used  a  knife  in  that  struggle.” 

“That  is  true.” 

“This  is  a  fortunate  meeting.” 

“So  it  is.” 


“Do  you  mind  showing  us  the  approach  to  the  outlaws' 
stronghold  ?” 

%/  ^"^nt .  Come  this  way  cautiously.'' 


1  oung  Mason  led  the  way  over  the  ledges,  and  to  the 
Biad\s  surprise  took  a  course  at  right  angles  with  the  one 
which  had  led  them  down  into  the  canyon. 

^  es,  said  Mason,  in  answer  to  a  query,  “this  is  the 
same  canyon.  The  plateau  is  surrounded  by  it." 

Mell.  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady,  “the  lime  cavern  in 
which  we  were  must  be  under  that  same  plateau.” 
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“Perhaps  it  is.” 

"By  Jove  !”  exclaimed  Harry,  “perhaps  that  would  afford 
us  a  method  of  getting  on  to  the  plateau.  The  passage 
was  a  downward  water-course.” 

Mason  was  interested. 

He  made  careful  inquiries. 

“We  will  investigate  the  latter,”  he  said. 

In  a  few  moments  the  three  men  crept  out  upon  an 
overhanging  shelf  of  rock. 

“Look  down  1”  whispered  Mason.  “Be  careful  and  make 
no  noise.” 

'Fhe  detectives  looked  down  into  the  gorge. 

Fifty  feet  below  they  saw  in  the  dim  light  a  narrow  path 
along  the  canyon  wall. 

A  rope  bridge  swayed  in  the  night  wind. 

All  was  dark  and  silent. 

“No,”  whispered  Mason,  “it  would  be  impossible  to 
creep  across  it  in  the  dark.  Even  if  you  did,  how  could 
you  get  back?” 

This  was  true  enough. 

Po  Old  King  Brady  declared: 

“Your  plan  is  the  best  and  most  possible,  Mason.” 

“To  capture  Chavez?” 

“  Yes.” 

-“It  is  a  ticklish  thing  to  do.” 

“No  doubt.” 

“You  see,  he  always  has  a  gang  of  his  adherents  close  by, 
and  at  an  attack  upon  him  they  would  shoot.” 

“Well,  he  must  be  fooled. 

“Chavez?  Oh,  he  is  a  rat!” 

“Yes,  but  he  can  be  trapped.” 

The  trio  now  returned  to  the  defile. 

A  consultation  was  held  as  to  what  it  was  best  to  do. 

“Well,”  said  Mason;  “I  have  been  in  these  hills  for 
many  weeks  and  have  gained  nothing.  It  was  my  purpose 
to  go  down  to  Red  Cliff  and  wait  for  Chavez  to  come  down.” 

The  Bradys  were  reflective. 

“There  is  no  possible  chance  to  capture  him  in  these 
hills,  is  there?” 

“I  hardly  think  so.  He  is  so  completely  surrounded  by 
friends,” 

“Very  good,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  resolution; 
“we  will  adopt  your  plan.” 

And  so  it  was  settled. 

The  three  men  started  at  once  to  make  their  way  down 
the  defile.  .  ^ 

But  the  adventures  of  the  night  were  by  no  means  over. 

As  they  were  silently  proceeding  in  single  file,  sud¬ 
denly  there  was  the  click  of  a  rifle  lock.  ) 

A  hoarse  voice  called : 

“Who  goes  there!” 

Harrv’s  presenee  of  mind  came  into  play  then. 

“Friends!”  he  replied.  # 

“What  is  the  countersign?” 

The  trio  had  kept  right  along  without  answering.  ITar- 
r7’c  hand  went  hack  to  his  rear  pocket. 

IT-  had  -ecu  a  glint  of  steel  jji  the  starlight. 

Without  an  instant’s  hesitation  he  fired  in  that  direction. 


There  was  a  yell  of  pain  and  a  curse.  Then  a  rifleball 
came  sailing  past  Harry’s  ear. 

The  three  fugitives  went  down  the  pass  now  at  full 
speed. 

Pandemonium  seemed  let  loose  in  the  hills. 

Rifle  shots  from  all  quarters,  as  signals,  were  heard. 

Loud  shouts  and  rallying  cries  arose  on  the  night  air. 

It  was  plain  that  Chavez  had  stationed  sentinels  all 
through  the  hills. 

The  detectives  had  passed  many  of  them  in  entering  on 
account  of  Monte  Bill  being  with  them. 

Down  the  pass  they  ran  at  full  speed. 

Within  a  hundred  yards  they  were  hailed  again. 

But  they  did  not  answer,  and  kept  on.  Bullets  flew  past 
them. 

The  sounds  of  pursuit  were  audible  in  their  rear. 

Finally  the  pass  came  to  an  end  and  a  long  stretch  of 
open  land  lay  before  them. 

“It  won’t  do  to  go  out  there,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  will  be  a  sure  target  for  them.” 

“That’s  right,”  agreed  Mason.  “Come  this  way.” 

Darting  to  the  right  through  a  clump  of  mesquite  they 
reached  the  banks  of  a  small  river. 

This  was  the  stream  which  ran  through  Red  Cliff. 

“It’s  all  right,”  cried  Mason,  “we  are  safe  now.” 

He  sprang  into  a  clump  of  reeds  and  pulled  a  canoe  out 
into  the  water. 

“Come  on !”  he  cried;  “I  have  had  this  hidden  here  for 
a  week.” 

Into  the  canoe  the  three  fugitives  leaped. 

Then  Harry  and  Mason  gave  way  at  the  paddles. 

Swift  rapids  took  them  away  from  the  hills  at  a  rapid 
pace.  Rounding  a  bend  they  shot  down  into  smooth  water. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  FAKE  FIGHT. 

L 

They  were  now  safe  from  their  pursuers  for  the  time. 

It  was  not  likely  that  Chavez  would  be  timorous  enough 
to  pursue  them  into  Red  Cliff. 

They  paddled  on  for  the  rest  of  the  night  and  reached 
Red  Cliff  at  daybreak. 

The  detectives  were  in  their  disguise  as  the  two  Mexicans, 
Ferreira  and  Cazenova. 

So  as  they  made  their  way  to  Fraser’s  Hotel  they  were 
not  recognized. 

But  Mason  was*  at  once,  and  his  appearance  created  a 
sensation. 

As  chance  had  it,  Mr.  Ray  was  just  coming  out  of  the 
bar-room. 

At  sight  of  Mason  he  gave  a  great  cry  of  wild  joy. 

“Jack!”  he  shouted.  “Back  from  the  dead!  Can  I  be¬ 
lieve  my  eyes?” 

Tn  a  mornenf  they  were  embracing. 

“Wind  made  you  think  I  was  dead?”  asked  the  youth. 
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“Why  shouldn’t  I?  You  did  not  return.” 

“Ah,  I  could  not.  I  can  assure  you  I  have  done  ail  in 
my  power  to  rescue  Lucy.” 

“And  is  there  no  hope?” 

“Oh,  yes!  With  these  two  gentlemen  to  help  me,  I  feel 
sure  of  winning.” 

Mason  turned  to  the  Bradvs. 

4/ 

Mr.  Eav  stared  at  them. 

%/ 

“They  are  strangers  to  me,”  he  said,  “but  if  they  are 
friends  of  yours  they  are  friends  of  mine.” 

“Shake  hands,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  a  twinkle  of 
humor  in  his  eyes. 

Harry  gave  Mason  the  wink. 

In  spite  of  the  seriousness  of  their  mission  there  was 
still  time  for  a  joke. 

Mr.  Eay  accepted  Old  King  Brady's  hand. 

“You  have  the  advantage  of  me,”  he  said.  “Have  I 
the  right  name?” 

“Senor  Juan  Cazenova,  at  vour  service.” 

“Most  happy  !  And  your  friend?” 

“Senor  Miguel  Ferreira,”  said  Harry,  with  a  low  bow. 

“Gentlemen,  I  assure  you  I  shall  not  forget  your  kind 
assistance,”  said  Eay.  “I  am  hopeful  of  effecting  my 
daughters  rescue.” 

“I  think  you  may  bo  sure  of  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“At  least,  we  shall  do  our  best.” 

Mason  was  trying  hard  to  conceal  his  merriment. 

He  was  unable  to  do  so  and  burst  right  out  into  laughter. 

Mr.  Kay  looked  at  him,  wonderingly. 

“What  is  the  joke?”  he  asked. 

“Oh,  nothing !”  said  Jack,  mysteriously.  “Just  a  thought 
of  mine,  that’s  all.” 

Mr.  Eay  looked  puzzled. 

“By  the  way,”. said  Old  King  Brady*  “did  you  not  have 
a  visit  from  a  couple  of  New  York  detectives?” 

“The  Bradys?  Oh,  yes!”  said  Mr.  .Eay.  “They  are 
now  on  the  track  of  the  outlaws.” 

“Do  you  think  they  will  succeed  in  rescuing  your 
daughter  ?” 

“Why,  I  hope  so.  They  seem  to  be  very  able  men.  You 
should  have  seen  them  handle  Monte  Bill  in  the  bar-room 
of  the  hotel.” 

At  this,  Jack  could  hold  in  no  longer. 

“That  settles  it!”  he  cried.  “You  are  badly  sold,  Mr. 
Eay.  You  must  give  these  gentlemen  credit  for  some 
clever  work.” 

At  this,  Old  King  Bradv  lifted  his  sombrero  and  wig 
and  showed  his  close-cropped  white  hair. 

“Now  you  know  me  better,  Mr.  Eay,”  he  said.  “Mr. 
Mason  loves  a  joke,  it  seems.” 

“Old  King  Brady!”  gasped  l\tr.  Eav,  with  astonish¬ 
ment.  Then  he  shook  his  fist,  playfully,  at  Jack. 

“You  rascal !”  lie  cried.  “I  see  you  are  up  to  your  old 
tricks.  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself.” 

“Well,  1  am  just  a  bit,”  said  Jack,  contritely.  “But  is 
not  the  disguise  a  clever  one?” 

“Indeed  it  is.  1  never  should  have  known  them.  Now 
tell  me  all  about  your  adventures  in  the  hills.” 


This  was  done. 

Mr.  Eay  listened  with  the  deepest  of  interest. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  “Chavez  does  venture  down  here;  but 
you  may  be  sure  he  is  always  in  disguise  and  so  hemmed 
in  by  his  colleagues  that  he  is  as  practically  safe  as  at 
home.  ” 

“We  would  like  to  locate  him  just  for  fun,”  said  Old 
King  Brady,  grimly.  “We  will  see  how  safe  he  would  be." 

“That  is  what!”  said  Jack.  “We  would  take  a  try  at 
him.” 

“Well,”  said  Mr.  Eay,  “I  wouldn't  be  surprised  if  he 
showed  up  here  to-night.  That  fellow  Euel  Bent  always 
is  seen  about  town  just  before  Chavez  appears.” 

“Does  Chavez  appear  openly?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Oh,  never!  He  is  always  in  close  disguise.” 

“Do  you  know  the  disguise?” 

“Oh,  he  never  comes  twice  in  the  same  make-up.  Do 
you  remember  a  tall  Texan  who  went  out  with  Monte 
Bill  the  first  night  you  were  here,  and  when  he  tried  to 
beard  you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  that  was  Chavez.  I  did  not  know  it  at  the  time.” 

“  Is  that  so  ?”  '  ■  (  ' 

“Yes.” 

“So  he  comes  down  here  quite  often?” 

“He  does.  It  is  his  delight  to  drop  in  here  as  a  cowboy 
or  a  miner  and  spend  a  night  playing  cards.  He  hears 
all  the  talk  about  himself  and  his  last  escapade,  and  per¬ 
haps  gets  valuable  information  of  an  intended  raid." 

“Capital  plan.” 

“Yes,  and  he  is  so  shrewd  about  it  that  he  never  seems 
to  get  caught.” 

“Then  you  think  he  is  liable  to  show  up  here  to-night?” 

“I  fancy  he  will.” 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “this  all  sounds  en¬ 
couraging.  By  and  by,  Mr.  Kay,  I  hope  you'll  point  out  to 
us  this  capper,  Euel  Bent.” 

“I'll  do  it.  He  is  somewhere  about  the  town  now,"  said 
Mr.  Eay.  “Come  up  to  Fraser’s.  He  may  put  in  an  ap¬ 
pearance  at  any  moment.” 

So  Mason  and  the  detectives  accompanied  Kay  into  the 
hotel. 

They  seated  themselves  at  a  table. 

The  detectives  and  Mason  were  hungry.  So  they  called 
for  food  and  it  was  set  before  them. 

They  ate*  heartily.  All  the  while  Mr.  Kay  plied  them 
with  questions. 

The  millionaire  seemed  discouraged. 

“I  don’t  see  that  we  have  a  ghost  of  a  show,"  he  said. 

“Why  not  ?  asked  Old  King  Bradv. 

“Why.  you  say  the  stronghold  of  Chavez  is  literallv  un¬ 
assailable.” 


Oh,  we  are  not 'sure  of  that.  In  fact,  we  believe  then 
exists  a  juissage  underground  from  the  canyon.  If  that 
is  so,  and  we  can  find  it,  we  shall  try  to  pass  through  it.' 
No  doubt,  if  such  a  passage  exists,  it  is  closely  guarded.* 
“We  can  only  hope.” 

"Hope!  I  have  abandoned  that.” 
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"Oaeer  up,  Mr.  Ray/'  said. young  Mason,  earnestly.  “On 
my  word  l  believe  we  are  sure  of  success.  All  depends 
upon  our  ability  to  capture  Chavez.” 

**Ah,  1  fear  that  can  never  be  done.” 

“Don't  say  that.  We  can  at  least  try.” 

“Oh,  1  am  willing  to  do  all  I  can.” 

Just  at  that  moment  a  man  sauntered  into  the  room. 

He  glanced  carelessly  at  the  detectives.  Then  he  went  to 
the  bar  and  called  for  a  drink. 

“There  he  is!”  whispered  Ray.  “That  is  Ruel  Bent.” 

The  detectives  studied  the  man. 

They  saw  a  tall,  foxy-visaged  fellow  with  keen,  ferret 
eyes.  He  was  dressed  as  a  Texan  herder  and  carried  a 
literal  arsenal  of  weapons. 

“Humph!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “he  never  means  to 
be  taken  alive.” 

“That  is  right,”  agreed  Ray.  “He  has  the  reputation 
of  a  bad  man.  Now  whoever  is  seen  with  him  to-night 
will  very  likely  be  Chavez.” 

“I  hope  Monte  Bill  will  put  in  an  appearance,”  said 
Harry.  “I'd  like  to  have  some  more  conversation  with 
him.” 


Suddenly  Monte  Bill  seemed  to  leap  forward  and  miss 
a  swing.  His  opponent  stepped  aside  and  placed  his  fist 
back  oi^Bill’s  ear., 

It  seemed  more  of  a  push  than  a  blow,  but  Bill  went 
down  and  out. 

He  was  fanned  into  consciousness  quickly  enough,  and, 
then  arising,  said: 

“All  right,  Santa  Fe  Jake,  you're  a  better  man  than  I 
am.  All  Up  for  the  drinks.” 

Cheering,  the  crowd  hustled  up  to  the  hotel.  Here  Monte 
Bill  and  Santa  Fe  Jake  paid  for  the  drinks. 

Mason  and  Ray  now  joined  the  detectives. 

“What  did  vou  think  of  that  fight?”  asked  Mason. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “if  1  was  to  report  the 
affair  I  should  call  it  down  as  a  rank  fake.  I  should  sav 
neither  man  wanted  to  hurt  the  other,  and  Monte  Bill  laid 
down  for  his  man.” 

“Of  course  he  did,”  said  Harry.  “That  blow  would 
not  have  killed  a  mosquito.  It  was  a  put  up  job.” 


“Well,  he  may,"  declared  Ray. 

Bent  drank  several  times  at  the  bar  and  then  went  out. 

Just  then  the  sound  of  cheering  came  from  the  street 

* 

outside. 

“What's  the  matter?”  exclaimed  Jack  Mason,  starting 
up.  “Something  is  going  on  out  there.” 

§ 

“Let  us  go  out  end  see." 

The  four  men  went  out  into  the  air.  The  sight  which 
they  beheld  was  an  interesting  one. 

Half  a  hundred  rough  miners  had  formed  a  big  ring, 
and  in  the  centre  of  this  two  men  were  settling  their  differ¬ 
ences  with  their  fists. 

It  was  an  unusual  sight. 

Stripped  to  the  waist  the  two  men  were  fighting  like 
demons. 

The  usual  weapons  of  the  miners,  pistol  and  knife,  had 
been  set  aside  for  the  weapons  of  nature. 

\  oheerino*  crowd  surrounded  the  two  contestants. 

o 

They  were  well  matched. 

The  detectives  joined  the  circle.  As  they  did  so,  Harry 
gasped : 

“As  I  live,  it  is  Monte  Bill !” 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  fact.  The  two  detectives 
stared  in  amazement. 

One  of  the  fighters,  stripped  to  the  waist  and  showing 
ponderous  muscles,  was  Monte  Bill. 

His  opponent  was  a  lean,  lank  fellow,  with  a  shock  of 
black  hair.  He  was  as  gaunt  and  agile  as  an  Indian. 

The  tfco  men  sparred  in  the  most  scientific  fashion. 

Neither  could  seem  to  get  in  a  telling  blow. 

But  suddenly  there  was  a  termination  of  the  strife. 

Tt  could  not  be  seen  that  either  had  as  yet  drawn  blood. 

The  Bradys  noted  this,  curiously,  and  wondered  at  it. 
They  lunged  at  each  other  fiercely.  But  neither  could 
*oern  to  land. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  RAILROAD  PLOT. 

“Well,  that's  the  way  it  looked  to  me,”  agreed  Mason. 

Ray  was  of  the  same  opinion. 

“I'll  say  this  much,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I  like 
Monte  Bill's  nerve  in  venturing  back  here.” 

“He  is  perfectly  safe,”  said  Mr.  Ray. 

“How  so?” 

“Why,  you  couldn't  make  the  miners  believe  anything 
against  Monte.  They  think  he’s  all  right.” 

“Oh,  they  do?” 

“Yes.  If  you  told  them  he  was  in  with  Chavez  they'd 
just  laugh  at  you.” 

“But  the  proof - ” 

“You  have  no  proof;  you  can  only  prove  that  he  rode 
out  of  the  town  with  you.  No,  it's  no  use  to  try  to  hang 
the  fellow.  The  crowd  would  be  with  him.” 

The  Bradvs  were  aware  that  this  was  all  true  enough. 

Nobody  in  Red  Cliff  would  believe  such  a  charge  against 
Monte  Bill. 

To  bring  such  a  charge  might  only  get  them  into  trouble. 
So  it  was  decided  to  wait. 

“I  want  to  face  the  rascal,  anyway,”  said  Old  King 
Bradv.  “I  like  his  nerve,  on  my  word  I  do.” 

The  detectives  waited  for  the  crowd  to  disperse.  But 
before  they  did  so,  Monte  and  Santa  Fe  Jake  went  out  and 
mounted  ponies  and  rode  away. 

The  detectives  now  fell  to  making  deductions. 

“T  call  it  a  queer  piece  of  business,”  said  Harry. 

“What  was  his  idea  in  coming  here  and  going  away  in 
■  such  a  manner  without  noticing  us?  He  must  have  seen 
‘us.” 

!  “I'll  tell  you,”  said  Mr.  Rav.  “It's  ray  opinion  he  got 
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the  lay  of  things,  all  right,  from  Ruel  Bent.  But  who  is 
this  Santa  Fe  Jake?” 

“Dan  he  he  one  of  the  gang?” 

“Now  we  have  it  !"  cried  Harry,  emphatically.  *It  cer¬ 
tainly  was  a  put-up  job.  That  fight  was  all  a  take  to 
blind  the  miners.  Those  rascals  came  down  here  just  to 
get  the  lay  of  the  land.” 

“There  you  are!”  agreed  Mason. 

“Santa  Fe  Jake  was  one  of  the  band.  That  tight  was  a 
bluff.” 

“Do  you  think  it.  was  Chavez  himself?”  asked  Harry. 

It  waj  a  startling  theory. 

The  detectives  sprang  to  their  feet. 

“Which  way  did  they  go?” 

The  two  men  had  ridden  away  to  the  southeast.  This  was 
in  an  opposite  direction  to  the  rendezvous  of  Chavez. 

Old  King  Brady's  shrewd  eyes  twinkled.  He  gave  Harry 
a  comprehensive  glance. 

The  detectives  felt  sure  that  something  was  up. 

It  behooved  them  to  learn  what  this  was. 

So  Old  King  Brady  turned  to  Ray  and  Jack  Mason. 

“  I  believe  it  is  well  to  trail  those  chaps,”. he  said.  “And 
yet  it  is  necessary  for  some  one  to  stay  here.” 

“Now,  my  partner,  here,  will  remain  here  with  one  of 
you.  Which  of  you  will  go  with  me?”  , 

“I  will!”  cried  Jack  Mason. 

Mr.  Ray  looked  disappointed. 

“.VerV  well,”  he  agreed;  “let  it  be  that  way.  Perhaps  it 
is  best.  You  are  younger  than  I,  Jack.” 

“But  l  do  not  wish  to  disappoint  you.” 

“Pshaw  !  don't  fear  that.  Go  right  along,  and  good  luck 
attend  you.” 

Old  King  Brady  and  Jack  procured  horses  at  the  hotel 
stable. 

Then  they  left  the  town  at  a  swinging  gallop. 

They  rode  down  through  a  winding  gorge  and  came  to 
a  wide  plateau.  The  trail  led  through  mesquitg  and  chapar¬ 
ral  for  miles. 

They  felt  sure  that  their  birds  had  kept  this  path. 

At  times  when  the  ground  became  soft  they  looked  for 
the  footprints  of  the  horses,  and  found  them  without 
trouble. 

“It’s  all  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  where  the 
deuce  are  they  going?” 

“There  is  the  mystery,”  said  Jack. 

“Are  they  sneaking  out  of  the  country  forever?” 

“Oh,  1  can't  believe  that.” 

For  hours  they  rode  on. 

The  afternoon  had  begun  to  draw  to  its  close. 

Suddenly  they  came  out  upon  the  verge  of  a  deep  gorge. 

Several  hundred  feet  below  they  saw  the  steel  rails  of  a 
railroad  track.  It  wound  in  and  out  through  the  canyon 
like  a  shining  serpent. 

“The  railroad !”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “Ah, 
what  is  that?” 

Both  nten  pulled  up  their  ponies. 

Far  below,  where  the  mountain  trail  descended  and 
crossed  the  track,  they  saw  the  figures  of  horsemen. 


The  horses  were  tethered  to  cacti  and  the  two  men  vuR.ed 
up  the  railroad  track  slowly. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Jack  drew  their  horses  back  in  the 
shadow  of  some  pecan  trees. 

Then  they  dismounted. 

They  crept  forward  to  the  edge  of  the  gorge  and  watched 
the  two  desperadoes. 

Monte  Bill  followed  the  lead  of  Santa  Fe  Jake,  who 
seemed  to  be  much  interested  in  some  subject  pertaining 
to  the  rails  and  roadbed. 


Just  at  that  moment  the  distant  whistle  of  a  locomotive 


was  heard. 


/• 


A  few  minutes  later  the  train  came  in  sight  and  went 
by  at  a  whizzing  rate. 

Santa  Fe  Jake  stood  on  one  side  of  the  track  and  Monte 
on  the  other.  i 

After  the  train  had  passed,  Jake  crossed  and  the  two 
desperadoes  engaged  in  a  long  and  earnest  talk. 

“  I'd  like  to  know  what  all  that  means,”  said  Jack  Mason. 

“I  can  tell  you,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“What  ?” 

“Those  two  scoundrels  are  cracking  up  a  train  robbery." 

Jack  leaped  up. 

“By  Jove!”  lie  exclaimed,  “that  is  so.” 

So  overcome  was  the  ytmth  by  the  revelation  that  he 
forgot  caution  and  spoke  louder  than  he  intended. 

Old  King  Brady  drew  back. 

“Sh!”  he  exclaimed.  “They  heard  that.” 

This  was  true  enough. 

The  two  desperadoes  had  turned  and  were  scanning  the 
cliff. 


The  next  moment  they  came  up  it  with  long  bounds. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Jack  turned  and  began  to  un¬ 
tether  their  horses. 

They  leaped  into  the  saddle  and  dashed  awav  over  the 
rocky  trail. 

The  next  moment  they  heard  the  clatter  of  hoofs  in 
their  rear. 

“Jupiter!"  exclaimed  Jack.  “They  are  hot  after  us.” 

“Let  your  horse  out.” 

Crack !  crack ! 

Two  pistol  shots  rang  out  on  the  air  of  the  gorge. 

The  bullets  whizzed  by  Old  King  Brady's  head. 

But  luckily  they  did  no  damage. 

Just  then  the  gorge  took  a  turn  and  they  were  out  of 
range. 

V  hether  the  two  train  robbers  gave  up  the  chase  or 
lost  the  scent  the  fugitives  never  knew. 

But  they  did  not  see  them  again.  Thev  rode  on  for  a 
dozen  miles  until  the  darkness  was  intense' 

This  brought  them  out  to  a  familiar  mountain  trail 

which  Jack  knew  and  which  led  them  finallv  to  the  lights 
of  Red  Cliff. 


^  hen  Old  King  Brady  and  Jack  rode  down  into  Red 
('l iff  they  were  hungry  and  tired. 

They  were  met  at  the  hotel  door  bv  Harry  and  Mr.  Raw 
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Tne  latter  were  eager  at  once  to  know  the  result  of  their 

ride. 

"Whew!"  exclaimed  Jack.  “Let  me  get  something  to 
eat  tii st,  1  !Mii  nigh  done  out.” 

"Alter  that  there  will  be  hot  work  before  us,”  said  Old 

King  Bradv . 

c  % 


"That  is  what  we  want,"  declared 
you  learned?” 


1  Larry. 

V 


“What  have 


“You  remember  that  fellow  who  fought  with  Monte 
and  afterward  made  up  and  went  off  with  him?” 

"The  big  Texan?” 

o 

"Santa  Fe  Jake?” 

“Yes.” 

"Well,  1  believe  that  was  Chavez.  We  ought  to  have 
nailed  him.” 

"That's  who  he  was!”  cried  Ray,  excitedly.  “I  told 
you  he'd  show  up  and  you'd  never  know  him.” 

"Doubtless  he  came  down  to  get  a  line  on  us.” 

“And  he  got  it.” 

“Yes.” 

“But  we  also  got  one  on  him.”  , 

“Ah,  how  is  that?” 

Old  King  Bradv  then  told  the  storv  of  their  long  ride 
and  the  conference  of  the  villains  at  the  railroad. 

“You  can  make  up  your  mind  they  are  planning  a  train 
robbery.” 

Mr.  Ray  and  Harry  were  much  excited. 

“Then  we  are  fools  if  we  don't  set  a  trap  for  the  whole 
gang.” 

“Of  course.” 

“Can  we  do  it?”  asked  Rav. 

“Why  not?” 

“You  forget  that  half  of  this  town  is  made  up  of  men 
secretly  in  league  or  sympathy  with  Chavez.” 

“But  the  miners — the  honest  part  of  the  population - ” 

“You  remember  the  fellow  who  had  a  big  wart  on  his 
hand  and  sold  it.  It  disappeared  and  he  missed  it  so  much 
that  he  tried  to  buy  it  back.” 

Everybody  laughed  at  this. 

“Chavez  you  regard,  then,  as  the  wart  of  this  com¬ 
munity?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“That  is  the  idea.” 

“Well,  I  can’t  believe  that  the  best  people  in  this  town 
will  regret  his  loss.  At  any  rate,  it  can’t  be  that  they 
are  in  sympathy  with  the  train  robberies.” 

“I  don’t  know,”  said  Mr.  Ray,  doubtfully.  “I  tell  you 
these  Westerners  are  a  bit  odd.  They  rather  enjoy  the 
romantic  reputation  which  the  road  agents  and  bad  men 
give  them.” 

“Even  though  they  are  sometimes  robbed  themselves?” 

“Ah.  there  is  the  point.  Chavez  never  robs  a  denizen 
of  Red  Cliff  unless  it  be  at  the  gaming  table.  His  work  is 
confined  altogether  to  tenderfeet  or  men  from  the  East.” 

There  was  logic  in  this  and  the  detectives  recognized  it. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Bradv,  positively,  “we  know 
that  a  train  robbery  is  projected,  and  it  devolves  upon  us 
to  prevent  it;  and,  if  possible,  capture  the  robbers.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

A  GAME  OF  ('AIil)S. 

“That  cannot  he  denied,”  replied  Ray.  “And  that  also 
gives  me  a  suggestion.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Do  we  know  just  when  this  train  robbery  is  to  be  at- 
tempted  ?” 

“No.” 

“We  must  find  that -out.” 

“Ah,  I  see!  Well,  we  will  assumetthat  it  is  some  night 
this  week.  Of  course,  Chavez  will  be  there  himself.” 

“Yes.” 

“He  will  take  a  good  number  of  his  men  with  him.” 

“Very  true.” 

“Of  course  that  must  leave  his  garrison  much  reduced. 
Now  why  not  organize  an  attack  upon  it.  in  his  absence?” 

“Capital!”  cried  Jack,  eagerly.  •“!  see  the  chance  of 
success.” 

But  Old  K ing  Brady  looked  dubious. 

“In  one  sense  you  are  right,'’  he  said.  “In  another,  I 
fear  your  plan  would  be  fatal.” 

“How  so?”  asked  Ray  in  surprise. 

“Well,  if  we  lead  an  attack  on  the  robbers’  den,  with 
a  fair  chance  of  repulse,  we  abandon  the  railroad  train  to 
the  mercy  of  the  bandits.” 

This  was  a  powerful  argument. 

Mr.  Ray  nodded  slowly. 

“That  is  verv  true,”  he  agreed.  “I  did  not  think  of  that. 
But  why  can  we  not  organize  two  parties?” 

“Have  we  force  enough?  You  do  not  seem  to  trust  the 
co-operation  of  the  natives  here.'’ 

“I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  do  not.  Yet  a  posse  must  be 
raised.  T  have  a  plan.” 

“What?” 

“Suppose  some  of  us  ride  over  to  White’s  Siding,  about 
thirty  miles  the  other  side  of  the  divide,  and  wire  full 
particulars  to  the  railroad  people.  Let  them  pack  their 
train  with  armed  men.” 

“That  would  be  all  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but 
we  could  never  capture  Chavez  that  way.” 

“Then  you  deem  that  important?” 

“I  believe  his  capture  will  save  your  daughter.  He  will 
give  her  up  rather  than  die  by  the  halter.  Then  your 
ease  is  won.  You  can  take  your  daughter  and  go  East. 
We  will  stay  and  track  down  the  desperadoes  again.” 

Mr.  Ray  was  reflective. 

“T  think  Mr.  Brady  is  right,”  said  Jack  Mason,  with 
conviction. 

“All  right,”  agreed  Ray.  “There  would  be  no  cer- 

♦ 

tainty  of  rescuing  Lucy,  anyway,  by  the  attack.” 

“No;  but  if  we  capture  Chavez  the  thing  is  certain.” 

“That  settles  it,”  agreed  Ray.  “We  will  close  up  be¬ 
hind  the  robbers  at  the  train  hofd-up.  While  the  train- 
guard  is  keeping  them  busy  in  front  we  will  fall  upon 
them  from  behind.” 


f 
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“Which  means  that  they  must  surrender.” 

“Sure.” 

“In  the  meantime,”  said  Jack  Mason,  “I  would  like 
to  try  that  secret  passage  from  the  canyon.” 

“If  we  have  time  we  will  give  it  a  trial,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “1  don't  believe  the  train  robbery  will  be  at¬ 
tempted  for  some  days  yet.” 

“Just  so!”  cried  Ray,  eagerly.  “But  first,  I  think  we 
ought  to  communicate  with  the  railroad  people.” 

“By  all  means,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “Let  the 
young  men.  Jack  and  Harry,  ride  over  to  White’s  Siding 
to-morrow.” 

“That’s  agreed!”  cried  Harry.  •/ 

“Now  let's  have  something  to  eat,”  growled  Jack.  “I’m 
awful  hungry.” 

The  four  men  entered  the  hotel  and  called  for  a  meal. 
The  hour  was  nine  o'clock,  but  Fraser  promised  a  hearty 
meal. 

This  was  set  before  them  a  half  hour  later  and  they 
proceeded  to  do  ample  justice  to  it. 

After  the  meal  was  over  they  arose  and  went  into  the 
bar-room. 

This  was  beginning  to  fill  up  with  the  habitues  of  the 
place. 

Every  shade  and  type  of  a  man  congregated  in  the  bar¬ 
room. 

The  place  soon  became  heavy  with  tobacco  smoke,  and 
the  odor  of  poor  whiskey. 

The  card  and  roulette  tables  were  running  full  blast.  . 

“I  wish  Chavez-  would  happen  in  here  to-night,”  said 


/ 


Old  King  Brady. 


“We  wouldn't  do  a  thing  to  him,  would  we?”  chuckled 
Jack  Mason. 

“Well,  I  have  no  doubt  he  will,”  said  Mr.  Rav. 

“What  is  that?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “Do  you 
really  think  so?” 

“I  am  almost  sure  of  it.” 

*“If  he  does,  and  I  spot  him,  he'll  stay  here.” 

•Mr.  Ray  shook  his  head. 

“Don't  be  so  sure,”  he  said.  “Chavez  will  not  be  easily 
taken.  He  will  come  and  go,  and  none  of  us  will  know  it.” 

Old  King  Brady's  gaze  roamed  over  the  throng. 

He  critically  inspected  every  person  on  whom  his  gaze 
rested. 

He  saw  all  types  of  men. 

Indians,  Mexicans,  Creoles,  Germans,  French  and  Danes 
were  all  represented.  Americans  were  much  in  the  min¬ 
ority. 

His  gaze  roamed  from  face  to  face,  trying  to  fix  upon 
Chavez. 

But  he  could  see  none  who  answered  to  the  description, 
and  none  who  had  the  appearance  of  a  disguise. 

Two  card  sharps  sat  at  the  next  table  thumbing  a  pack 
of  cards. 

Thov  made  a  sign  to  the  Bradys. 

*  y 

“Como  and  join  us,  gentlemen,”  said  one  of  them,  a  lean 
and  flashily  dressed  fellow.  “We  will  play  for  such  stakes 
as  you  name.” 


Old  King  Brady  looked  at  Harry. 

“Do  you  hear  that  invitation?”  he  whispered. 

“Yes.”  I 

“Let  us  take  it.” 

Harry  was  astonished. 

“To  play  with  these  fellows?  Why,  they  are  sharks. 

Thev  would  beat  us  with  ease.” 

%/ 

“No  doubt.  But  I  have  a  purpose  in  view.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Well,  t  may  elucidate  some  valuable  information  from 
them  about  the  train  gang.” 

Harry  saw  the  logic  of  this. 

“All  right,”  he  agreed.  “Go  ahead.” 

Old  King  Brady  explained  his  purpose  to  Ray  and 
Mason. 

“All  right,”  they  whispered;  “we  will  be  spectators.” 

So  Old  King  Brady  made  a  sign  that  he  would  accept 
the  invitation. 

The  two  detectives  sat  down  at  the  table  with  the  sharps. 

% 

The  game  began. 

It  was  simple  draw  poker. 

A  few  light  wagers  were  made.  The  detectives  speedily 
‘found  that  they  were  no  match  for  these  light-fingered 
gentry. 

They  lost  at  every  point. 

Old  King  Brady  feigned  recklessness. 

He  drew  a  big  wad  of  money  from  his  pocket  and  bet 
recklessly. 

Hundreds  of  dollars  he  threw  into  the  jack  pots  and  in¬ 
variably  lost. 

The  gamblers  believed  that  they  had  caught  a  genuine 
sucker. 

They  did  not  know  that  they  were  the  real  suckers. 

For  the  truth  was,  the  money  Old  King  Brady  used  with 
such  prodigality  was  a  clever  quality  of  green-goods. 

Finally  the  old  detective  threw  down  his  hand. 

““No  more,”  he  said;  “I'll  play  no  more.”  ; 

“You  have  had  hard  luck,  friend,”  said  one  of  the 
sharps,  in  his  oily  way.  “Will  you  not  drink  with  us?” 

“No,”  declared  Old  King  Brady,  in  disgust. 

“  Is  there  any  favor  1  can  do  you  ?” 

Yes,”  replied  the  old  detective,  bluntly. 

\h,  what  is  it?” 

Put  me  onto  a  good  thing.  I  heard  something  about 
a  job  on  the  railroad,  a  possible  hold-up,  see?  I'd  like  to 
get  in  on  it.” 

The  two  sharps  exchanged  glances. 

“Ah!  said  one  of  them.  “Where  did  you  get  your  in¬ 
formation  ?” 

“Some  fellow,  l  believe,  who  claimed  to  be  in  the  ring 
with  old  Chavez.” 

I  he  two  sharps  again  exchanged  glances. 

1  crimps  we  can  help  the  senor,”  they  said,  suavely. 

(  an  you?  asked  Old  King  Bradv,  eagerly.  “Til  be 

obliged.” 

Y  ill  hot h  the  senors  meet  us  an  hour  from  now  at  the 


u  v, 
u 
a 


wooden  bridge?” 


“To  he  sure.” 
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'*  Do  not  fail," 

“We  ''ill  be  there.” 

%hv  two  sharps  arose. 

As  they  did  so,  Old  King  Brady  made  a  thrilling  dis¬ 
covery.  Harry  did  the  same,  and  the  two  detectives  ex¬ 
change!  startled  glances. 

The  lean  fellow  who  sat  opposite  Old  King  Brady  turned 
sidewise  to  the  detectives  and  both  saw  that  beneath  his 
sombrero  the  long  black  hair  was  false.  He  wore  a  wig. 

The  natural  color  of  his  hair,  just  revealed  in  a  small 
patch,  was  red. 

This  was  the  color  of  the  hair  of  Chavez,  the  outlaw. 

Then  the  Bradys  noted  that  both  sharps  were  dis¬ 
guised. 

So  astonished  were  the  two  detectives  that  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  thev  hardlv  knew  how  to  act. 

But  it  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  they  at  once  settled 
upon  the  identity  of  the  two  men  before  them. 

Monte  Bill  and  Chavez  they  were  beyond  a  doubt. 

For  a  moment  the  detectives  hesitated.  Then  Harry 
leaned  back  and  whispered  to  Ray  and  Jack. 

They  are  our  men.  We  must  not  let  them  escape.” 

It  was  now  easy  for  the  detectives  to  reflect  upon  what 
a  narrow  escape  they  had  had. 

.Of  course  both  Chavez  and  Monte  Bill  knew  them  in 
their  Mexican  make-up. 

The  appointment,  therefore,  at  the  wooden  bridge  was 
only  a  part  of  a  trap  to  lure  them  to  death. 

Old  King  Brady  now  recovered  himself  and  acted 
quickly. 

He  sprang  up  and  his  right  hand  came  up  like  lightning, 
and  Chavez  now  looked  into  the  muzzle  of  a  revolver. 

“ Hands  up  !”  said  the  old  detective.  “Hands  up,  Chavez, 
or  voir  re  a  dead  man!” 

The  outlaw  chiefs  hands  went  up. 

Already  the  handcuffs  glittered  in  Old  King  Brady's 
hands,  but  he  never  made  use  of  them. 

A  shrill  eyrie  whistle  went  searching  through  the  crowd. 
There  was  the  rush  of  a  lithe  body  and  a  swishing  blow. 

The  pistol  was  dashed  from  Old  King  Brady's  hand  and 
he  was  hurled  over  the  table  and  went  crashing  to  the  floor. 

In  his  fall  he  carried  Harry  with  him. 


CHAPTER  XI.  * 

A  PLUCKY  CAPTURE. 

f 

As  Mr.  Ray  had  forewarned  him.  Old  King  Brady  found 
that  it  was  impossible  to  arrest  Chavez  in  a  crowd. 

A  dozen  allies  rushed  forward  and  surrounded  the  out¬ 
law  chief. 

Before  the  detectives  could  get  onto  their  feet  their  birds 
were  gone. 

It  was  of  no  use  to  organize  a  pursuit  party. 

Hav  said,  so  many  of  Chavez'  followers  were  in 
;,bont  the  -aloon  that  it  would  he  n  dangerous  move. 


“You  are  under  fire  here,”  said  the  millionaire;  “the 
only  way  to  trap  Chavez  is  outside  of  this  town.” 

“What  if  we  should  bring  a  large  gang  of  vigilants  here 
from  somewhere  else?”  asked  Harry. 

Ray  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“I  had  thought  of  that,”  he  said.  “It  would  mean  civil 
war.” 

“Well,  let  it  be  civil  war,  then,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“I  believe  I  will  do  it.” 

“It  might  work  well  if  you  could  defeat  the  enemy,” 
said  Jack  Mason. 

“Defeat  him?  Why,  of  course  we  would  defeat  him,” 
said  the  old  detective.  “If  it  were  alone  the  question  of 
rooting  out  the  outlaws,  I  would  adapt  that  plan.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Why,  we  all  know  that  the  life  of  the  young  girl  who 
is  a  prisoner  in  Chavez’  stronghold  is  at  stake.” 

“Ah,  ves;  of  course!” 

“If  we  drive  him  to  the  wall  he  might  do  her  injury 
rather  than  give  her  up  to  us.” 

“Let  us  go  slow!”  cried  Mr.  Ray,  anxiously.  “I  think 
there  is  another  and  better  way.” 

“We  will  go  slow,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “until  we 
have  rescued  your  daughter.  Then — it  is  war  to  the  teeth.” 

“We  will  be  truly  under  fire.” 

“Just  so !” 

The  detectives  and  their  two  companions  were  now  in 
the  outer  air. 

Chavez  and  Monte  Bill  had  made  good  their  escape. 

The  detectives  were  the  cynosure  of  all  eyes. 

They  knew  that  they  were  under  surveillance,  or  prac- 
tically  under  fire. 

In  that  crowd  it  was  impossible  to  judge  who  was  friend 
and  who  was  foe. 

It  was  safe  to  assume  that  more  than  two-thirds  were 
foes. 

It  would  have  been  easy  for  any  of  these  secret  outlaws  to 
have  shot  down  the  detectives  on  the  spot. 

No  attempt  to  wreak  justice  upon  the  assassins  would 
have  been  successful. 

Knowing  this,  the  sensations  of  the  Bradys  were  hardly 
pleasant. 

They  looked  searchingly  through  the  crowd  for  a  friendly 
face. 


Those  who  might  be  so  inclined  showed  the  forbearance 
of  fear. 

That  the  Bradys  were  known  to  the  gang  they  now  knew 
for  sure. 

Their  position  was  truly  that  of  men  under  fire. 

“Look  here,”  said  Ray,  in  a  whisper,  “we  shall  get  into 
trouble  if  we  stay  here.  Let  us  go  up  to  my  room.” 

This  was  agreed  upon. 

So  the  detectives  and  Jack  Mason  followed  Mr.  Ray  up 
to  bis  room. 


Here  they  seated  themselves  and  began  a 
the  situation. 

“This  last  affair  has  proved  unfortunate,” 


discussion  or 


said  Old  K ‘ n 
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Brady.  “Wo  have  showed  our  hand,  and  the  gang  are,  so 
to  speak,  dead  onto  us.” 

“It's  too  had,”  declared  Marry;  “1  fear  we  should  have 
been  a  little  more  discreet.” 

“But  1  was  sure  1  could  secure  the  old  scoundrel.  If  1 
had  been  able  to  trust  the  crowd  for  assistance 

“That  could  not  be  done,”  said  Mr.  Hay.  “In  fact,  1 
fear  we  have  not  seen  the  last  of  this  affair  yet.  ' 

Loud  voices  and  the  sounds  of  an  altercation  were  heard 
below  stairs.  , 

The  detectives  filled  the  magazines  of  their  pistols. 

Jack  Mason  opened  the  room  door. 

The  voice  of  Hi  Fraser,  the  hotel  keeper,  was  heard  loud¬ 
ly  raised. 

“No,  ye  don't  make  no  slaughter  pen  of  my  hotel.  The 
fust  man  to  go  up  them  stairs  is  a  dead  man !  I  don  t 
keer  whether  them  gents  are  Eastern  detectives  or  not  ; 
they're  my  guests  and  they're  under  my  protection.” 

“It  won't  pay  you,  Hi  Fraser,  to  go  agin  us!”  cried  a 
hoarse  voice. 

“Won’t  it?  Waal,  we’ll  see.  I  ain’t  go  in’  to  he  bossed 
on  my  own  premises,  an'  Chavez  knows  thet.  I  am  a  good 
friend  of  his,  an'  he  won’t  allow  ye  to  infringe  on  thet 
friendship.” 

“Call  ther  condemned  skunks  downstairs,  then!”' 

“I’ll  do  nothin’  of  the  kind.  They're  under  my  pro¬ 
tection.” 

There  was  a  storm  of  ugly  protest. 

Then  it  was  seen  that  the  landlord  was  giving  in. 

Mr.  Ray,  white-faced,  turned  to  the  others. 

“They’re  coming  up  after  us,”  he  said.  “We’ll  have 
no  show  against  such  odds.” 

o  , 

Old  King  Brady  knew  that  this  was  true. 

Had  it  been  necessary  he  would  have  stood  his  ground 
in  spite  of  the  odds,  and  fought  the  issue  to  the  dedth. 

It  was  certain  that  the  attack  would  cost  the  outlaws 
many  lives. 

The  detectives  held  the  stairs,  and  a  great  advantage. 

But  Old  King  Brady  knew  well  enough  that  just  now 
discretion  was  by  far  the  better  part  of  valor. 

So  he  said : 

“We  might  fight  it  out,  but  I  don’t  believe  we  had  bet¬ 
ter.” 

“No,”  agreed  Mr.  Ray,  “we  would  be  sure  to  lose,  in  the 

end.” 

“What  do  you  think?” 

“.There  are  rear  stairs.  Let  us  go  out  that  way.” 

No  time  was  lost  in  < his. 

The  party  of  four  made  their  way  silently  down  the 
rear  Hairs.  They  were  soon  out  in  the  night. 

They  knew  that  it  would  be  out  of  the  question  to  re¬ 
turn  to  the  hotel  that  night. 

Tty’  best  plan  by  far  would  be  to  seek  a  spot  outside  the 
town  and  make  a  camp. 

So  they  slipped  away  in  the  darkness  until  thev  reached 
Ihe  wooden  bridge. 

JiiH  as  they  were  about  to  cross  it,  hoof-beats  sounded 
in  their  rear. 

“1  believe  we  are  being  pursued,”  declared  Jack. 

“Drop  down  under  the  bridge,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“The  water  is  low.  They  will  never  think  of  looking  for 
us  there.” 

“That  is  right.” 

This  was  done. 

The  next  moment  the  horses  drew  up  to  a  walk.  At 
the  bridge  they  halted. 

Then  a  harsh  voice  said : 

“Curse  it!  1  thought  that  old  fox  had  me  for  a  mo¬ 
ment,  Bill.” 

There  was  a  chuckling  laugh. 

“Catch  Chavez?  Well,  you  can  bet  they  never  will. 
Not  while  Monte  Bill  is  on  deck.” 

“They  are  dangerous  men.” 

“Bah!  We  will  put  them  out  of  the  way  quickly 
enough.” 

“See  that  you  do.  Take  no  chances.  I  think  it  ought 
to  be  done  at  once.” 

“To-night?” 

“There  are  enough  of  our  men  in  the  town?” 

“Yes.” 

“Good!  See  that  .they  are  disposed  of.  Do  you  know, 
I  believe  they  are  the  dogs  who  spied  on  us  at  the  railroad 
gorge.” 

“Allow  that,  they  could  guess  nothing  from  that.” 

“I  don’t  know,”  said  Chavez.  “They  are  cunning  devils.” 
“Then  we  will  make  sure  of  them  to-night.” 

“Yes;  see  that  you  do.” 

“All  right.  Aclios !” 

Monte  Bill  wheeled  his  horse  and  dashed  away  in  the 
darkness. 

Every  word  of  this  had  been  heard  bv  the  four  men 
secreted  under  the  bridge.  Old  King  Brady  had  whis¬ 
pered  to  the  others ; 

“This  is  our  chance.  He  is  alohe.” 

“We  can’t  do  it,”  averred  Ray. 

“Bah  !  he  is  not  invincible.  Remain  here,  Mr.  Ray.  Let 
the  rest  of  us  engineer  the  job.  It  may  mean  a  shooting 
scrape,  but  I  hardly  think  so.”  , 

Plans  were  instantly  made. 

Silent  as  shadows  the  Bradys  and  Mason  drew  them¬ 
selves  up  over  the  abutment  of  the  bridge. 

Chavez  bad  sat  silent,  looking  into  the  gloom  after 
Monte  Bill  for  n  few  moments. 

But  now  be  turned. 

Slowly  be  ambled  bis  horse  across  the  bridge.  Suddonlv 
the  animal  shied  and  reared. 

1  lien  a  dark  form  came  hurtling  out  of  the  gloom,  and. 

reaching  up  over  the  horse’s  quarter,  caught  him  by  the 

hips. 

Chavez  instantly  made  a  grasp  at  bis  pistol. 

Bui  the  horse  leaped  and  ho  was  dragged  from  the 

saddle. 

lie  fell  heavily  on  the  log  flooring  of  the  bridge. 

Before  be  eould  recover  he  was  handcuffed  and  hors  du 

combat. 

At  last  llio  wily  Cliam  lind  fallen  into  flio  linn.D  of  foo< 
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Do  was  captured. 

Q  he  effect  upon  him  was  thrilling.  He  fought  like  a 
mad  wolf,  but  he  was  helpless. 

“hou  might  as  well  give  in,"  said  Old  King  Brady, 
persuasively.  “\ou  are  in  limbo,  Senor  Chavez.  Always 
be  a  good  loser.*’ 

“Caramba!"  hissed  the  outlaw.  “  Take  off  the  irons  1 
You  shall  die  for  this.  k  Help !  help !” 

Shout  after  shout  and  whistle  after  whistle  pea  Yd  from 
his  lips,  until  Harry  gagged  him. 

But  none  of  his  compatriots  were  near  to  come  to  his  aid. 

Mr.  Ray  came  shivering  up  from  under  the  bridge. 

Y  hen  he  saw  that  the  outlaw  chief  was  really  a  prison¬ 
er,  he  was  wildly  elated. 

“Well,  well!"  he  cried,  joyfully;  “we  are  sure  to  win 
now,  unless  his  men  come  upon  us.” 

“We  will  take  care  of  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Can't  one  of  us  go  back  to  the  town  and  g§t  some  horses?” 

“That  will  arouse  suspicion.” 

“Then* take  them  where  you  can  find  them.” 

“Horse  stealing!  You  know  the  consequences  in  the 
West.” 

“Wait,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “Harry  will  go  in  a 
disguise.  That  will  be  the  best  way.” 

And  so  it  was  settled. 

Harry  made  a  quick  disguise  and  set  out  in  the  dark¬ 
ness. 

The  prisoner  was  carried  some  distance  away  into  a 
clump  of  reeds  by  the  river  to  await  Harry’s  return. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

•  0 

A  DARING  PLAN. 

The  capture  of  Chavez  was  an  unexpected  bit  of  good 
luck. 

The  detectives  and  their  allies  had  good  reason  to  feel 
jubilant.  It  meant  much. 

Mr.  Ray  already  saw  his  ‘beloved  daughter  safely  se- 
stored  t6  him. 

For  none  doubted  but  that  Chavez  would  pay  the  price 
to  save  his  life. 

Anxiously  they  waited  for  Harry’s  return. 

U  was  easy  to  understand  why  Chavez  chanced  to  be 
ou  the  wooden  bridge  at  that  hour. 

He  was  on  his  return  to  his  stronghold  in  the  hills. 
It  was  safe  to  sav  that  he  would  hardly  get  there  now. 
Meanwhile  Harry,  in  disguise,  had  gone  back  to  Fraser’s 

Hotel. 

Hr-  found  a  scene  of  great  excitement  there. 

The  crowd  had  ransacked  the  hotel  in  quest  of  the 
Bradys. 

Not  finding  them,  they  had  been  much  disappointed  and 
signified  this  in  the  roughest  manner. 

There  had  been  a  tremendous  row  in  the  bar-room. ^ 


Two  men  had  been  shot  outright.  Fraser  himself  was 
wounded,  and  the  bar-room  was  a  wreck. 

The  young  detective  took  this,  all  in  and  then  went  in 
quest  of  some  ponies. 

At  the  stable  in  the  rear  of  the  hotel  he  found  what  he 
wanted. 

Ponies  were  cheap. 

He  bought  five  at  an  average  price  of  fifteen  dollars  each. 
Mounting  one,  lie  led  the  others  and  rode  away  unques¬ 
tioned. 

Monte  Bill  was  haranguing  the  crowd  in  the  public 
square  and  inveighing  against  Eastern  detectives. 

Harry  rode  on  quickfy  to  the  bridge. 

Fortunately  he  met  nobody  and  no  questions  were  asked. 

When  he  reached  the  bridge,  Old  King  Brady  was 
quickly  by  his  side. 

“Good !”  he  exclaimed.  “You  got  them,  all  right,  didn’t 
you,  Harry?” 

“You  bet  I  did,”  declared  the  young  detective.  “But 
there’s  a  deuce  of  a  time  up  at  the  hotel.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it!” 

“Fraser  has  been  shot,  and  two  men  were  killed.  They 
are  inclined  to  blame  the  whole  row  upon  us.” 

“They  always  blame  the  innocent  parties,”  said  Mr. 
Ray. 

“Well,  I  think  we  had  better  get  out  of  this  region 
right  away,”  declared  Jack  Mason. 

“Correct!”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “That’s  just  what 
we  will  do.” 

The  ponies  were  brought  up. 

Then  Chavez  was  safely  bound  upon  the  back  of  one  of 
them. 

The  others  were  mounted  by  the  four  captors,  and,  plac¬ 
ing  Chavez  between  them,  they  rode  away. 

It  was  an  exceedingly  dark  night. 

It  had  been  decided  to  ride  direct  to  Hightown. 

There  they  would  find  a  semblance  of  law  and  order,  and 
a  jail  in  which  to  place  Chavez. 

Moreover,  the  railroad  people  could  be  notified  of  the 
intended  train  robbery  and  given  a  chance  to  prepare  for 
and  thwart  it. 

Now  that  Chavez  was  captured  it  seemed  hardly  likely, 
though,  that  this  would  be  carried  out  bv  the  outlaws. 

What  effect  his  capture  would  have  upon  them  it  was 
not  easy  to  guess. 

After  they  were  well  out  on  the  trail,  the  Mexican  ban¬ 
dit’s  gag  was  removed. 

Then  Old  King  Bradv  presented  the  case  to  him. 

“It’s  just  this  way,  Chavez,”  he  said,  “you  know  that 
you  have  this  gentleman’s  daughter  in  your  hands.  Now, 
she  is  very  dear  to  him.  It  is  inhuman  to  hold  her  a 
prisoner  as  you  have  been  doing. 

“If  you  will  agree  to  give  her  up,  safe  and  sound,  we 
will  give  you  your  freedom. 

“If  not,  we  shall  turn  you  over  io  the  law.  Then  we 
shall  return  to  the  hills  with  a  big  posse  of  men  and  wipe 
your  gang  off  the  face  of  the  earth.” 

Chavez  listened  in  silence. 
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It  was  a  long  while  before  he  replied. 

Then  it  was  in  Spanish. 

“  The  Senor  Americanos  think  Chavez  afraid  of  death. 
Caramba  !  He  fears  no  foe.” 

“That's  all  very  pretty,  Chavez,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
“but  it  won't  save  your  neck  at  Hightown.” 

The  bandit  laughed  scornfully. 

“  Do  your  worst.  The  senorita  1  have  promised  to  one 
of  my  men.  Chavez  never  breaks  a  promise.” 

He  was  obdurate. 

Mr.  Ray's  heart  fell. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  last  ray  of  hope  was  extinguished. 

“There  is  no  chance,”  he  groaned.  “1  shall  never  see 
my  child  again.  This  inhuman  monster  will  abide  by  his 
false  idea  of  honor.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  perplexed. 

He  even  thought  of  torture,  to  force  the  old  villain  to 
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terms. 

But  he  knew  that  Chavez  was  a  species  of  dare-devil, 

who  would  die  rather  than  surrender  a  principle. 

“At  any  rate,”  said  the  old  detective,  “we  will  take  the 
old  scoundrel  to  Hightown  and  incarcerate  him.  Then  we 
will  try  and  work  some  stratqgem  to  rescue  your  daughter/' 

An  idea  had  occurred  to  Harry. 

“I  have  a  plan,”  he  said. 

“What  is  it?”  asked  the  old  detective. 

“I  will  take  the  uniform  of  Chavez  and  make  up  to  look 
like  him.  In  the  darkness  I  shall  not  be  known.  I  will 
try  to  gain  admittance  to  the  stronghold.” 

For  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  weighed  the  plan. 

“That  is  capital,”  he  said.  “But  it  ought  to  be  done 
to-night.” 

“Call  a  halt  and  I  will  go  back, now.” 

“But  I  have  another  suggestion,  with  all  due  honor  to 
you.  1  am  an  older  man  and  can  impersonate  Chavez  with 
better  success.” 

Harry  yielded,  reluctantly. 

“1  am  forced  to  admit  that,”  he  said,  “but  I  wish  I 
could  go  with  you.” 

“1  think  you  would  do  better  service  to  remain  here 
with  the  prisoner.  1  can  go  better  alone.” 

The  plan  was  discussed  more  fully.  It  was  finally  de¬ 
cided  upon. 

A  halt  was  called  in  a  little  clump  of  timber. 

A  camp-fire  was  built. 

By  its  light  Old  King  Brady  made  up  as  closely  as 
possible  to  resemble  Chavez,  the  outlaw. 

The  Mexican  bandit  chief  watched  with  deep  interest. 

He  did  not  like  it  when  he  was  forced  to  give  up  his 
bolero  jacket,  his  silver-banded  hat  and  his  boots. 

But  they  were  taken  from  him  and  donned  by  Old  King 
Bradv. 

The  old  detective  was  not  so  lean  and  gaunt  as  the  bandit. 

^  et  lie  would  pass  in  the  gloom  quite  easilv  for  Chavez. 

The  hour  was  near  midnight. 

Tt  was  a  four-mile  gallop  to  Red  Cliff,  and  full  throe 
miles  tip  into  the  hills. 


Old  King  Brady's  plan  was  deafly  outlined.  * 

He  left  his  companions  encamped  in  the  timber. 

He  knew  that  nobody  in  Red  Cliff  suspected  as  yet  that 
harm* had  come  to  Chavez. 

.So  when  he  reached  the  town  he  rode  boldly  down  the 
street. 

A  crowd  yet  hung  about  the  red  light  in  front  of  Fras¬ 
er's  Hotel.  , 

•  The  wrecked  bar-room  had  been  put  partly  to  rights, 
and  liquors  were  once  more  being  dispensed. 

As  Old  King  Brady  edged  his  pony  up  to  the  doer 
of  the  hotel,  a  man  started  from  the  throng  toward  him. 

It  was  Monte  Bill. 

The  detective  leaned  over,  and,  in  good  Spanish,  said:  > 

“Come  with  me !” 

Bill  ran  around  the  corner.  In  a  few  moments  he  re¬ 
appeared  on  his  pony.  He  rode  away  down  the  street  to¬ 
ward  the  woodc^i  bridge,  with  the  pseudo  Chavez. 

“I  thought  you  had  gone  back  to  the  pass?”  said  Monte. 

“Ah,  I  have  been  on  the  lookout  for  those  detectives. 

I  have  a  plan.  You  must  go  with  me  to  the  hills.” 

“To-night?”  asked  Bijl. 

“Now!”  'I 

“But—” 

“Silence!  YYu  knew  my  word.  I  mean  it.” 

“All  right,  boss,”  agreed  Monte,  chirruping  to  his 
broncho.  “You  are  the  boss;  I  haven’t  a  word  to  say.” 

“Ride  on  ahead,”  said  the  pseudo  Chavez.  “You  lead 
the  way.  T  am  tired  and  shall  doze  in  my  saddle. ” 

It  was  evident  that  Monte  was  u<ed  to  obeying  Chavez. 

It  was  certain  that  he  complied  meekly  with  the  detec¬ 
tive's  orders. 

“Have  you  seen  anything  of  the  detectives?”  asked  Old 
King  Brady. 

“No,  senor.  They  cannot  be  found  in  Red  Cliff.  It  is 
believed  that  they  have  gone  to  Hightown.” 

“If  they  are  captured,  bring  them  to  me.” 

“Si,  senor.” 

Old  King  Brady  proceeded  to  dexterously  question  the 
desperado. 

And  by  this  means  had  soon  got  a  good  idea  of  the  state 
of  affairs. 

He  learned  that  the  train  robbery  had  by  no  means 
been  abandoned. 

Tt  was  to  be  attempted  on  the  Friday  night  of  that  week. 

Tt  was  known  that  the  Texan  Special  would  carry  ;> 
large  amount  of  money  in  its  express  oar. 

It  was  this  treasure  that  Chavez  was  plotting  to  obtain. 

Finally  they  began  to  ascend  the  mountain  trail  to  the 
stronghold. 

At  this  point  Bill  sought  to  drop  behind. 

But  Old  King  Brady  said,  curtlv: 

“No ;  keep  on  t” 

So  in  this  wise  Monte  led  the  wav  to  the  vorv  verge  of 
iIk'  gorge  across  which  was  stretched  the  bridge  of  ropov 

Here  Monte  said: 

“Shall  T  give  the  call?”  * 

“Yes.” 
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The  desperado  framed  his  hands  into  trumpet  form  and 
made  a  peculiar  wailing  cry. 

It  was  answered  across  the  gorge.  Then  a  voice  came 
across :  • 


“What  of  the  night?" 

"The  moon  is  high  and  the  panther  calls!”  replied 

Monte. 

Old  King  Brady  remembered  the  password  plainly.  He 
now  dismounted  and  said,  gruffly  : 

“Come,  enough  of  that.  Don't  they  know  when  I  am 

here?" 

Two  men  appeared  from  some  unseen  point  in  the  dark¬ 
ness. 

They  took  the  ponies.  , 

Then  Old  King  Brady  boldly  crossed  the  rope  bridge. 
Monte  followed  him. 

Light  from  h  lantern  flashed  full  upon  the  old  de¬ 
tective.  A  half  dozen  armed  men  stood  at  the  other  end 
of  the  bridge.  They  fell  back,  believing  it  to  be  Chavez 
himself. 

Old  King  Brady  now  again  fell  behind  Monte. 

‘Tome  with  me  to  my  quarters,”  he  said.  “No;  you 
may  go  ahead.” 

Monte  reflected  that  the  old  bandit  was  acting  queerly 
to-night.  But  he  led  the  way  through  a  clump  of  mesquite 
and  into  a  bowl-shaped  depression. 

I  Here  were  the  huts  of  the  outlaws. 

They  were  made  of  adohe  brick  and  were  not  uncom¬ 
fortable.  The  largest  of  these  stood  alone  in  the  centre. 

Two  men  ran  ahead  and  made  a  light  in  the  roughly 
furnished  dwelling.  Some  Mexican  women  came  hastilv 
in  with  some  maize,  cakes  and  venison. 

This  was  spread  upon  the  rough  table.  Old  King  Brady 
motioned  Monte  Bill  to  sit  down. 

“Eat  while  von  can,”  he  said :  “I  have  hot  work  for  you." 
Old  King  Brady  paced  the  floor  of  the  adobe  hut,  the 
home  and  headquarters  of  the  outlaw  chief. 
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CHAPTER  XTIT. 


THE  RESCUE. 

Tt  was  a  humble  enough  dwelling,  and  only  a  shade 
■  better  than  the  home  of  the  poorest  peon. 

But  here  the  most  noted  bandit  chief  of  the  West  ate, 
Dept  and  laid  his  daring  plans. 

Old  King  Brady  took  in  every  detail  of  the  place,  from 
the  French  rapiers  crossed  on  the  wall  to  the  rude  cot 
bed  in  the  corner. 

Monte  Bill  wondered  much  at  the  queer  conduct  of  his 
master. 

But  he  fell  to  work  upon  the  cakes  and  venison,  and 

drank  copiously  of  the  pulque. 

Old  Kin"  Bradv  did  not  venture  to  touch  the  food  until 

“  *  t 

ti  e  desperado  had  finished. 

T hen  he  aid  : 


“Now,  Bill,  1  have  some  work  for  you.  Before  an¬ 
other  sunset  you  may  see  lively  times.” 

The  desperado's  eyes  glittered. 

“Si,  master,"  he  agreed.  “That  will  suit  me  well.” 

“We  shall ‘see.  Now  I  want  you  to  go  and  get  the  girl 
whom  1  am  holding  here  for  ransom.  Bring  her  here.” 

Monte  sprang  up. 

“Wait!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  curtly.  “Bear  in  mind 
that  you  are  to  tell  her  keeper  that  she  is  to  be  prepared 
for  a  night  ride.” 

“But  Castro - ” 

“Say  nothing  to  him  about  it.  I  have  a  ransom  for 
her.  Remember,  I  trust  you  to  help  me  get  her  away 
without  Castro's  knowledge. 

Monte  Bill  was  eager. 

“Trust  me  for  that,”  he  said.  \  “Shall  I  order  ponies 
to  be  ready  beyond  the  bridge?” 

“Yes.” 

The  desperado  darted  away. 

Old  King  Brady’s  spirits  arose  at  a  bound.  Success  was 
with  him. 

Truly  the  game  was  working  splendidly.  A  half  hour 
and  he  would  be  safe  beyond  pursuit. 

The  great  game  would  be  won. 

He  knew  that  his  identity  was  not  suspected. 

What  more  could  he  ask? 

Old  King  Brady  suddenly  realized  that  he  was  hungry. 
The  venison  had  a  savorv  smell. 

He  sat  down  to  the  table  and  also  ate  of  the  meal. 

When  he  finished  the  Mexican  women  entered  and  took 
the  dishes  away.  They  did  not  speak. 

The  old  detective  had  decided  upon  a  plan  of  action 
should  anv  of  Chavez’  lieutenants  enter. 

But  luckily  they  did  not. 

It  seemed  an  age  before  Monte  Bill  returned. 

Then  he  entered,  leading  the  captive  girl.  Lucy  Ray  it 
was,  white  and  thin,  with  much  anxiety  and  long  confine¬ 
ment,  but  haughty  as  a  princess. 

“Ah,  senorita  !”  said*t)ld  Kin"  Bradv,  with  a  low  bow. 
“  You  are  to  take  a  night  ride  with  us.  I  beg  you  not  to 
fear.  It  is  for  your  own  good." 

The  girl’s  face  lit  up  hopefully. 

“Oh,  you  arc  going  to  return  me  to  my  friends!"  she 
said. 

“T  have  not  said  so,  senorita.” 

“Cod  will  bless  you!” 

“Ah,  your  appeal  moves  me!  Trust  me,  Chavez  is  not  so 
bad.” 

“Give  me  rnv  freedom!”  pleaded  the  fair  prisoner.  “I 
will  pray  heaven  to  forever  bless  you.  Oh,  do  not  say  me 
nay !” 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  motion  to  Monte  Bill. 

“Lead  on  !”  he  said.  “You  know  what  to  do.” 

“Si,  master.” 

“Are  the  ponies  ready?” 

“They  are.” 

The  three  passed  out  of  the  adobe  hut.  They  crossed 
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the  dimly  lit  enclosure.  A  score  of  outlaws  were  lounging 
about. 

They  regarded  the  three  curiously,  and  the  action  of  their 
supposed  leader  was  commented  upon. 

But  none  interfered. 

Straight  to  the  bridge  walked  the  three.  As  they  were 
about  to  step  upon  it  Old  King  Brady  turned,  and  for 
effect  said,  sternly,  to  the  guards : 

“Not  a  word  of  this  to  Castro  until  to-morrow.  These 
are  my  orders.  Death  to  the  man  who  disobeys !” 

“Si,  senor!”  chorused  the  guards. 

The  old  detective  assisted  Lucy  to  cross  the  bridge. 

Not  until  the  other  side  was  reached  and  they  were  on 
their  ponies’  backs  did  Old  King  Brady  really  feel  safe. 

Down  the  mountain  trail  they  rode. 

Leaving  Red  Cliff  to  the  north  they  galloped  on  at  full 
speed. 

It  was  four  miles  beyond  Red  Cliff  that  the  little  party 
was  encamped  in  the  belt  of  timber. 

Four  miles  is  quickly  covered  with  a  good  broncho. 

But  it  was  full  ten  miles  from  the  hills,  and  part  of 
the  way  progress  was  slow. 

So  it  was  in  the  dark  hours  just  before  dawn  that  the 
trio  rode  into  the  timber  belt. 

-  %) 

Old  King  Brady,  before  they  came  to  the  circle  of  fire¬ 
light,  rode  his  pony  up  close  to  Monte  Bill  and  suddenly 
pressed  a  revolver  to  bis  temple. 

“Move  a  muscle  and  you're  a  dead  man  !”  he  said.  “The 
game  is  up,  Monte !” 

The  desperado  gave  a  gasp  of  terrified  comprehension 
as  Harry  and  Jack  Mason  rushed  out  of  the  fire-lit  circle. 

in  a  moment  they  had  pulled  Monte  from  his  horse. 

He  was  made  a  prisoner. 

But  Hamilton  Ray  had  rushed  to  clasp  the  form  of  his 
beloved  daughter  in  his  arms. 

“Saved!  At  last!”  he  cried,  wildly.  “My  Lucy!  My 
child,  3011  have  come  bagk  to  me!” 

It  was  an  affecting  meeting. 

Chavez,  lying  helpless  in  the  firelight,  regarded  it  grimly. 

It  was  easy  for  the  outlaw  chief  to-  see  just  how  the 
game  had  been  worked.  If  he  was  chagrined  he  did  not 
show  it. 

But  with  the  stoicism  of  an  Indian  he  remained  silent 
and  \yatchful. 

Ii  was  a  joyful  meeting  between  Lucy  and  her  father. 
Then  he  turned  her  over  to  her  lover,  Jack  Mason. 

Ray  embraced  the  two  detectives  in  an  extravagant  out¬ 
burst  of  gratitude.. 


“I  shall  never  forget  you,"  he  declared;  “you  have  made 

w  s  7  if 

me  the  happiest  man  in  the  world.” 

“We  are  glad  to  have  been  able  to  save  your  daughter,” 
said  Old  King  Brady,  “but  we  must  not  forget  that  dan¬ 
ger  is  not  over  yet,  by  any  means.” 

That  is  so,"  declared  Harrv.  “You  may  be  sure  those 
rascals  will  be  hot  on  our  trail.” 

“They  must  suspect  something  bv  this  time." 

>“’Ycs;"  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I  think  the  fellow  to 


whom  Chavez  had  promised  the  girl  captive  will  come 
out  on  our  trail." 

“Then  had  we  not  better  push  on  at  once?”  asked  Jack. 

“Yes,  to  be, sure  none  of  us  have  had  sleep,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “But  1  think  we  can  make  that  up  when 
we  get  to  Hightown.” 

80  the  ponies  were  saddled  at  once  and  all  prepara¬ 
tions  made  to  leave  immediately. 

Chavez  and  Monte  were  bound  securely  to  their  ponies. 

Harry  and  Jack  Mason  rode  beside  them. 

Mr.  Ray  and  Old  King  Brady  rode  in  advance,  with 
Lucy. 

Thus  the  little  cavalcade  set  out  in  the  darkness. 

But  as  they  pushed  on  across  the  level  plateau*,  the  sky 
grew  light  in  the  east  and  daylight  was  promised. 

For  some  miles  they  galloped  on  in  silence. 

None  of  them  knew  the  trail  exactly,  but  Jack  Mason 
was  assured  of  the  necessary  points  of  the  compass. 

So  they  kept  on  with  confidence  that  in  due  time  they 
would  reach  their  destination.  / 

Finally  the  plateau  ended  and  they  entered  a  gorge. 

Here  water  foamed  and  surged  in  a  torrent  down  over 
the  rocky  bed  of  the  canyon. 

At  times  the  path  led  along  the  very  verge  of  the  water¬ 
course. 

Then  it  wound  away  beneath  overhanging  cliffs  and 
heights  of  yellow  stone. 

It  was  a  wild  and  picturesque  region.  With  the  com¬ 
ing  of  day  progress  was  easier. 

Chavez  and  Monte  Bill  bad  rode  in  silence. 

Neither  spoke  to  the  other.  Their  captors  also  were 
silent. 

But  Chavez,  the  cunning  fox,  had  not  been  idle. 

He  was  constantly  tugging  at  his  bonds.  Of  course  the 
handcuffs  could  not  be  broken. 

Nor  could  he  draw  his  wrists  through  them,  trv  as  hard 
as  he  could.  ‘ 

80  he  was  unable  to  attempt  the  escape  be  meditated. 

Daylight  finally  came. 

Yet  they  rode  on. 

II  was  near  the  noon  hour  when  thev  finally  emerged 
into  a  rolling  country  where  agriculture  was  possible. 

There  were  marks  of  civilization  visible.  A  highway 
was  found  and  farms  were  encountered. 

Men  tilling  the  soil  were  seen,  and  once  they  met  a 
couple  of  laborers  with  scythes. 

Keep  straight  on  this  road  and  ye*ll  come  to  Hightown 
in  about  five  miles,"  said  one  of  them,  in  reply  to  a  ques¬ 
tion.  “It’s  about  four  miles.” 

The  detectives  were  triumphant. 

They  believed  that  the  case  was  practically  won. 

Thev  had  rescued  Lucy  Ray  and  captured  Chavez,  the 
outlaw. 

To  be  sure,  the  outlaw  band  still  remained.  Perhaps  they 
would  choose  a  new  leader  and  resume  their  work  of  crime. 

In  this  case  it  would  be  necessary  to  do  the  work  all 
over  again. 
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but  the  Brady:?  had  slight  faith  that  this  would  be  the 
ease. 

They  felt  sure  that  the  arrest  of  Chavez  would  mean  the 
complete  breaking  up  of  the  gang. 

Red  Canyon  would  emerge  from  the  throes  of  its  law¬ 
less  career  and  take  its  position  with  the  law-abiding 
settlements. 

But  if  it  did  not— if  the  outlaw  gang  continued,  the 
Bradys  would  know  that  their  work  was  not  done. 

They  could  go  back  and  start  the  case  anew. 


They  were  determined  to  see  that  the  gang  was  wiped 
out  at  any  cost.  They  felt  that  they  had  at  least  made  an 
important  step  toward  it. 


CHAPTER  XIY. 


THE  ESCAPE. 


\\  hen  the  little  cavalcade  rode  into  Hightown  they 
created  a  sensation. 

This  little  Colorado  town  boasted  of  fine  residences, 
stores,  well-laid-out  streets  and  a  jail. 

It  was,  in  fact,  the  county  seat  and  Uere  criminals  were 
tried  for  all  offenses. 

So  the  detectives  found  no  trouble  in  getting  their 
prisoners  committed  to  the  jail. 

They  were  put  behind  bars. 

The  report  that  Chavez,  the  outlaw,  was  a  prisoner  in  the 
town  created  a  sensation. 

The  Hightown  people  crowded  about  the  jail  to  get  a 
look  at  the  noted  outlaw. 

The  jailer  and  his  guard  of  armed  men,  however,  kept 
careful  guard  over  the  jail  entrance. 

So  if  Chavez  had  any  partisans  in  the  crowd  they  stood 
no  show  of  giving  him  assistance. 

There  was  a  good  hotel  in  the  place,  and  our  friends 
sought  rest  there. 

They  were  much  fatigued  with  the  exertions  of  the  past 

few  davs.  (  I 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  the  Bradys  sought  much  need¬ 
ed  sleep. 

Mr.  Ray  had  decided  to  start  East  at  once  with  Lucy. 

•j 

Jack  Mason,  however,  hesitated. 

He  was  much  interested  in  the  outcome  of  the  case.  He 
wanted  to  make  sure  that  the  Bradys  were  not  going  back 
to  Red  Cliff. 

“  [f  they  ’do,”  he  declared,  “I  shall  go  with  them. 

“  \  thought  you  would  go  East  with  us,”  said  Mr.  Ray. 

“I  shall  come  on  later.  But  it  is  my  duty  to  see  this 


tiling  through  to  the  end.” 

“Oh,  1  fear  to  have  you  go  back 
said  Lucy,  with  much  apprehension. 


to  Red  Cliff,  Jack,” 
“They  will  kill  you.” 


The  young  man  laughed. 

The 'very  thought  appealed  to  his  natural  love  of  ad- 
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“That  shall  not  keep  me  back,”  he  said.  “But,  then,  the 
case  probably  is  ended.” 

The  next  morning  Jack  was  one  of  the  first  to  rise. 

He  went  down  into  the  hotel  office.  As  he  was  about  to 
walk  out  into  the  street  a  man  came  rushing  excitedly,  in. 

“Call  the  Bradvs,  detectives,  at  once!”  he  cried  to  the 

V 

clerk.  “1  must  see  them  at  once.” 

Jack  turned  like  a  flash. 

An  inkling  of  the  truth  came  to  him. 

“Is  there  trouble  at  the  jail?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“Two  prisoners  have  escaped.  They  killed  the  turnkey 
with  an  iron  bar  some  time  in  the  night.” 

Jack  did  not  wait  for  the  clerk  to  call  the  detectives. 

He  went  up  the  stairs  two  steps  at  a  time. 

He  pounded  on  the  doir  of  their  room  violently. 

“Quick!”  he  shouted.  “Get  up  at  once.  The  prisoners 
have  escaped  from  the  jail !” 

The  effect  of  this  upon  the  detectives  can  hardly  be 
imagined. 

They  were  out  of  bed  in  a  twinkling.  • 

Harry  threw  open  the  door. 

Jack  rushed  in. 

“Dress  as  quick  as  you  can,”  lie  cried;  “we  have  got  to 
go  in  chase  of  them.” 

Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  proceeded  to  throw  on 
their  clothing. 

“When  did  they  break  out?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Some  time  in  the  night,”  declared  the  jailer,  who  was 
now  on  the  scene. 

“Then  they  have  got  a  start?” 

“Oh,  yes!” 

“How  did  they  get  out?” 

“Nobody  knows.  The  door  of  their  cell  was  found  open 
and  the  turnkey  was  brained  with  an  iron  bar.  That  is 
all  we  know.” 

“Call  for  our  ponies!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “We 
must  try  and  ride  them  down.” 

At  this  moment  Mr.  Ray,  who  had  heard  the  commotion, 
appeared  on  the  scene. 

“WliaFs  the  trouble?”  he  cried.  “What  has  happened?” 

“Chavez  has  escaped,”  said  Jack,  “and  I  am  going  with 
the  detectives  on  his  trail.  Just  tell  Lucv  that  I  shall  conib 
East  as  soon  as  we  catch  them.” 

Mr.  Ray  hastened  to  carry  the  news  to  his  daughter. 

The  detectives  by  this  time  were  dressed,  and  dashed 
downstairs. 

f 

Old  King  Brady  settled  his  bill  witli  the  clerk. 

Then  they  ate  hastily  a  slight  meal,  and,  leaping  upon 
tlieir  ponies,  dashed  away. 

S  There  was  but  one  thing  to  do. 

Of  course  Chavez  would  go  back  to  Red  Cliff.  He  had 
lost  his  captive,  but  ho  had  regained  his  freedom  and 
saved  bis  neck  from  the  halter. 

“You  bet  Red  Cliff  will  be  a  hot  place  for  us  now;”  said 
Jack,  as  he  rode  beside  the  detectives. 
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“So  it  will,”  agreed  Harry. 

“But  we  are  going  back  there,  just  the  same,”  said 
Old  Ring  Brady.  “1  sent  word  to  Dan  Swift,  the  county 
marshal,  to  bring  a  hundred  armed  men  over  there  at  once. 
That  may  change  the  coidplexion  of  tilings  a  little.” 

“Hurrah!”  cried  Jack.  “A  hundred  vigilants.  Well, 
that  will  be  a  surprise  to  Red  Cliff.” 

“We  will  give  them  all  the  surprise  they  want  this  time.” 

On  rode  the  three  pursuers. 

But  if  they  thought  to  overtake  the  wily  outlaws  they 
were  doomed  to  disappointment. 

Chavez  was  too  elusive  and  wary  an  individual. 

It  was  night  again  when  the  three  pursuers  rode  down  j 
the  mountain  trail  and  saw  the  lights  of  Red  Cliff  far 
below. 

“There  is  our  destination,”  said  Harry.  “Now  the 
question  is,  shall  we  take  the  bull  by  the  horns/”’ 

Old  King  Brady  pulled  up. 

“No,”  he  said,  “I  think  not.  It  is  well  to  use  discre¬ 
tion.” 

The  two  detectives  yet  wore  their  guise  of  the  Mexi¬ 
can  herder^,  Ferreira  and  Cazenova. 

Jack  Mason  was  yet  in  his  every-day  attire.  No  at¬ 
tempt  at  a  disguise  had  been  made. 

“Let  me  see,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “I  believe  we  can 
fool  them,  all  right,  by  lamplight.” 

He  produced  a  pair  of  heavy  gray  whiskers  and  donned 
them.  Then  he  pinned  back  the  brim  of  his  sombrero, 
slashed  the  sleeves  of  his  bolero  jacket  and  rolled  them  up 
over  his  brawny  arms. 

He  turned  his  cowboy  trousers  inside  out. 

His  disguise  was  perfect. 

He  was  only  one  of  many  types  of  gray-bearded,  griz¬ 
zled  miners  and  plainsmen.  • 

Harry  put  on  si  dewhiskers,  and  Jack  donned  a  black 
beard,  which  completely  changed  his  appearance. 

Harry  and  Jack  changed  jackets  and  hats. 

In  many  other  ways  they  contrived  to  conceal  their  ap¬ 
pearance  so  that  they  felt  perfectly  safe. 

“Now,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I  believe  we  can  meet 
the  foe  with  perfect  safety.”  ( 

“They  will  never  recognize  us,”  said  Jack,  confidently. 
“And  we  can  work  to  good  advantage.” 

As  they  now  rode  down  into  the  little  mining  town  they 
heard  the  din  of  a  mighty  commotion. 

There  was  yelling  and  firing  of  pistols  and  every  evi¬ 
dence  that  a  scene  of  excitement  was  being  enacted  there. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  asked  Jack,  with  something  like 
wonder.  “It  must  be  that  Chavez  has  just  returned.” 

“No  doubt  that  is  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Let  us 
proceed  with  caution.” 

So  they  rode  down  in  single  fde  into  the  main  street. 

They  left  their  ponies  at  the  hotel  stable  and  mingled 
with  the  crowd. 

'This  was  of  large  dimensions  and  surged  in  and  out 
of  the  bar-room  in  a  great  body. 

The  Bradys  now  saw  that  a  man  had  mounted  a  pile  of 
cracker  boxes  and  was  addressing  the  throng. 


Every  word  he  spoke  came  now  to  their  hearing. 

It  was  easy  to  recognize  in  the  orator  the  desperado, 
Monte  Bill. 

He  was  haranguing  the  crowd  fiercely. 

“  We  are  free  citizens  in  this  ’ere  town  of  Red  Cliff.” 
he  roared;  “we  don’t  tolerate  no  lank-sided,  shark-eyed, 
sneaking  Eastern  detectives  in  this  air  municipality.  There 
ain’t  none  but  honest  men  in  this  town,  leastwise  the  honest 
men  kin  take  keer  of  themselves  without  any  help  from 
detectives  or  from  any  swell-headed,  meddling,  thin-skin¬ 
ned  friends  in  ther  effete  East. 

“I  say,  feller-citizens,  hang  them  detectives!  They've 
made  all  this  ’ere  trouble  in  Red  Cliff.  'When  did  we 
hev  any  trouble  till  they  cum?  They'll  be  bringin'  women 
temperance  preachers  in  hyar  yet  an’  an  honest  miner 
won’t  be  able  ter  wet  his  whistle  or  own  his  own  name.” 

'/  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XV. 
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THE  END  OF  THE  TRANSGRESSOR. 

Mighty  shouts  of  approval  greeted  this  peroration  of 
Monte  Bill. 

If  any  felt  disapproval  they  were  not  heard,  and  must 
have  been  greatly  in  the  minority. 

The  Bradys  and  Jack  Mason  listened  with  deep  in¬ 
terest. 

It  gave  them  a  valuable  insight  into  the  state  of  affairs 
in  the  town. 

Chavez  still  ruled. 

That  was  certain. 

The  detectives  looked  through  the  crowd,  hoping  to 
get  sight  of  the  outlaw. 

But  he  was  not  to  be  seen. 

“tie  has  probably  gone  to  the  hills  to  rake  his  men 
over  the  coals  for  allowing  you  to  fool  them,  Mr.  Brady,” 
said  Jack  Mason. 

“That  is  likely,”  agreed  Harry.  j 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “in  that  case  we  can 
only  hope  to  set  a  trap  for  Monte  Bill  just  now.” 

“That  ought  to  be  easy.” 

“Yes,  if  he  gives  us  any  kind  of  a  chance.” 

Monte  continued  his  harangue  until  he  was  sure  that 
he  had  the  sympathy  of  the  whole  populace  and  that  he 
had  made  the  Bradys  immensely  unpopular. 

“Whew!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “what  a  slough  of  in¬ 
iquity  the  town  is.  Only  think  of  it!  Fairly  ruled  bv  the 
worst  outlaw  in  the  West.  It  is  absolutely  unparalleled. ” 

“It  needs  a  bit  of  cleaning  up,”  said  Jack. 

“And  that’s  what  it  will  get  when  the  county  marshal 
comes  with  his  men.” 

When  he  had  tired  of  addressing  the  crowd.  Monte  Bill 
descended  and  went  into  the  bar-room  to  wet  his  whistle. 

He  was  surrounded  by  a  throng  of  admirers. 

Dire  were  the  threats  made  against  the  < 
they  show  up  again  in  the  town. 
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And  these  boasting  ruffians  all  the  while  were  unaware 
el  the  fact  that  the  objects  of  their  spleen  were  actual 

listeners. 

it  was  a  joke  which  the  Bradys  greatly  enjoyed. 

But  now  it  was  in  order  to  arrange  some  sort  of  a  trap 

for  Monte  Bill. 

“We  must  capture  him  before  the  night  is  over,”  said 
Old  King  Brady.  “And  he  must  not  be  allowed  to  escape 

this  time." 

“He  ought  to  be  lynched,”  said  Jack  Mason.  “That  is 
the  cheapest  and  best  way  of  disposing  of  these  border 
ruffians.” 

“I  don't  know  but  that  you  are  right,”  agreed  Old  King 
Brady  ;  “but  I  think  he  will  get  summary  justice  in  High- 
town.” 

The  excitement  now  was  subdued  somewhat  and  most  of 
the  miners  went  back  to  the  bar. 

The  gamblers  returned  to  their  tables  and  Monte  Bill 
dropped  down  at  one  and  entered  into  a  game. 

The  detectives  drew  near  and  watched  him  closely. 
Monte  was  in  a  reckless  mood  and  played  with  great 
abandon.  As  a  result,  he  lost  heavily. 

Suddenly  a  man  stepped  into  the  bar-room. 

He  wore  the  rough  garb  of  a  mountaineer,  coarse  buck¬ 
skin  vest  and  fringed  leggings. 

White  was  his  beard,  a  wide  hat  shaded  his  face. 
Something  about  him  at  once  claimed  Old  King  Brady’s 
attention. 

“Do  you  see  that  fellow?”  he  whispered  to  Harry. 
“Yes!” 

“Does  he  look  familiar?” 

“No.”  * 

“He  does  to  me.” 

Harry  scrutinized  the  mountaineer  more  closely.  Then 
he  ejaculated ; 

“On  my  word  T  believe  it  is  Chavez!” 

“I  am  sure  of  it.” 

The  Bradys  were  so  excited  and  withal  so  interested  that 
they  allowed  the  new  arrival  to  become  aware  that  they 
were  scrutinizing  him. 

At  once  he  fixed  a  keen,  penetrating  gaze  on  them. 

But  it  was  only  for  a  moment. 

Then  he  turned  his  back  to  them. 

Old  King  Brady  was  impressed. 

.  “That  is  unfortunate,”  he  said. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  Jack  Mason,  with  wonder. 

“He  has  recognized  us.” 

“Do  you  think  so?”  •  • 

“I  know  it.” 

This  was  truly  a  startling  thought.  It  precipitated  a 
dilemma  upon  which  the  detectives  had  not  counted. 
Chavez  went  to  the  bar  and  drank  deliberately. 

At  times  he  was  see n  to  lift  his  hand  in  a  peculiar  way. 
Old  King  Brady  noted  this. 

The  old  detective  was  instantly  on  the  alert. 

He  »aw  that  it  was  a  signal. 
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Then  he  saw  two  men  stride  c-arelesslv  to  the  door  and 
stand  there.  They  blocked  it. 

Two  more  sauntered  leisurely  to  the  rear  entrance. 

Matters  had  gone  far  enough.  Old  King  Brady  knew 
that  the  time  for  action  had  come. 

“That  is  enough,”  he  muttered.  “It  will  he  a  tight  for 
life.  We  are  in  a  hard  box.  boys.” 

“Do  vou  think  so?”  asked  Jack. 

%s 

“Certainly;  his  men  are  even  now  hemming  us  in.” 

“What  shall  we  do?” 

“Strategy  is  of  no  avail  now.  We  must  fight  to  the 
death.” 

“That  is  true,  for  they  will  not  give  us  any  more  of  a 
chance  than  they  can  help.  It  will  be  their  game  to  shoot 
us  down  like  dogs.” 

“More  than  that,”  said  Harry,  “it  is  a  doubtful  chance 
for  us.” 

Old  King  Brady’s  nerves  were  taut  and  his  brain  active 
in  sizing  up  the  best  chance  for  them. 

It  did  not  take  him  long  to  see  that  his  best  game  was  to 
give  the  first  blow. 

To  wait  for  the  enemy  to  strike  would  be  folly. 

He  watched  Chavez  like  a  cat.  When  he  saw  the  outlaw’s 
hand  suddenly  steal  toward  his  revolver  he  knew  the  signal 
was  coming. 

To  act  was  but  the  work  of  an  instant.  The  old  de¬ 
tective,  like  a  panther  at  bay,  made  the  first  aggressive 
move. 

His  revolver  came  up  with  one  lightning-like  move  of  the 
arm. 

Too  late  Chavez  recognized  the  detective's  game. 

Crack ! 

A 

The  old  outlaw's  hand  dropped  from  the  butt  of  his 
half-drawn  pistol.  It  was  shattered. 

A  yell  of  agony  escaped  his  lips. 

Crack  !  crack !  ,  , 

Harry  and  Jack  Mason  fired  at  the  same  moment.  The 
two  men  at  the  door  went  down. 

The  others  were  so  astounded  and  looking  for  the  signal 
from  their  leader  they  failed  to  fire. 

4/ 

With  a  backward  leap  Old  King  Brady  reached  the 
stairway  leading  to  the  upper  story  of  the  hotel. 

Jack  and  Harry  were  with  him.  Before  anything  could 
be  done  to  prevent  it,  they  had  gained  the  landing. 

Old  King  Brady  could  have  killed  Chavez  with  ease. 

But  this  had  not  been  his  purpose.  It  was  enough  to 
wound  the  noted  outlaw.  He  knew  the  importance  of  cap¬ 
turing  him  alive. 

But  this  time  the  outlaws  in  the  bar-room  had  recov¬ 
ered  their  nerve.  Monte  Bill  sprang  up. 

“Ho!”  he  roared.  “There  are  our  detectives.  Will  ye 
stand  here  like  fools  and  he  shot?  Seize  them!” 

“After  them  !”  yelled  Chavez.  “Catch  them  alive.  They 
shall  have  torture  for  this!” 

A  hoarse  roar  went  up  from  the  men  in  the  bar-room 
such  as  belonged  to  the  outlaw  band. 

They  leaped  up  and  made  a  rush  for  the  stairs.  But 
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they  saw  the  gleaming  barrels  of  the  revolvers  which  cov¬ 
ered  them. 

“Death  to  the  man  who  comes  a  step  nearer!”  cried  Old 
King  Brady. 

.hist  at  that  moment  a  sound  like  the  rush  of  a  tempest 
was  heard  outside. 

Then  a  deafening  cheer  and  the  trampling  of  feet.  -As¬ 
tounded,  Chavez  and  his  followers  turned  and  glanced  to¬ 
ward  the  door. 

The  next  moment  through  the  door  leaped  a  •man  of 
powerful  frame  and  armed  to  the  teeth.  He  was  Dan 
Swift,  chief  of  the  vigilants  from  Ilightown. 

%  v  - 

At  the  back  of  the  vigilant  chief  were  others.  They  sur¬ 


rounded  the  hotel,  swarmed  into  the  room,  and  the  result 
was  brief. 

The  outlaws  were  glad  to  surrender,  dust  in  the  nick  of 
time  the  vigilants  had  arrived. 

Chavez  surrendered  without  an  effort  to  resist,  as  did 
Monte  Bill.  The  detectives  came  down  and  shook  hands 

with  Swift. 

“We  came  at  a  lucky  moment,”  said  the  vigilant  chief. 
“  I’m  glad  of  that.” 

“So  you  did;  and  Chavez  has  planned  his  last  train 
robbery,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “The  case  is  ended.” 
This  was  the  truth.  The  work  of  the  detectives  was  done. 
Tt  was  an  i  easy  matter  for  the  vigilants  to  ride  up  to 
the  outlaws’  stronghold  the  next  day  and  force  them  to  sur¬ 
render.  Now  that  their  chief  was  in  limbo  the  outlaws 
gave  up  completely. 

Chavez  and  Monfe  Bill  were  taken  to  Hightown  and 


given  a  fair  trial  and  hanged.  Their  followers  were  given 
terms  in  prison. 

*  And  so  the  worst  nest  of  outlaws  in  Colorado  was  broken 
up. 

The  Bradys  returned  to  New  York  and  made  their  re¬ 
port.  They  won  great  credit  for  their  clever  work.  Jack 
Mason  was  married  a  short  while  after  to  Lucy  Ray.  He  is 
a  staunch  friend  of  the  Bradys. 

And  so  ended  the  great  Colorado  case.  But  the  Bradys 
were  quickly  at  work  upon  another,  the  details  of  which 
may  interest  the  reader  in  a  later  story. 

’•  •  \ 

THE  END 
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fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword ;  also  instruction  in  archery 
Descried1  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 

^°No°61  ’HOW  TO  BECOME*!  BOWLER.— A. complete  manual 
of  bowling  Containing  full  instructions  for  playing  all  the  stand¬ 
ard  An  erfcana^d  German  games ;  together  with  rules,  and  systems 
rf  Bport"  g  in  “Se  by  the  principal  bowling  clubs  in  the  United 
State*.  By  Bartholomew  Batterson. 


TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

Wo  r.1  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH.  CARDS  — Containing 
N'«'nathn»  of  the  general  principles  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
J  an,a.l?n.  t  -.I  frirkH  with  ordinary  cards,  and  not  requiring 

card  tricks;  of  card  tncSs  w  tn  oro  na  y  or  ,he  ,lse  of 

icia "prepared*  raids’  H? Wsso?  Haffner.  With  illnstra- 

?-"•  72  how  TO  1)0  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITTt  CARDS.— Em- 

idng  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  U- 

Nn  t77“'H0^AT0nD0’°FbRTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS— 

u.  ii'j"  TrirkH  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers 

tor  home  amusement?  Fully  illustrated. 


MAGIC. 

No.  2,  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS.— The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  of  all  the  leading  card  trick* 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  .MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  .magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing’  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  "TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER.— Containing 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  pice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  With  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson, 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  Aeolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  *bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated,  by  John  Allen. 

No.  71,  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS— A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them ;  also  giving  specimen  letters  for  both  young 
and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES. — Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24,  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  little 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  young 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY. — Con¬ 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition ;  together  with  specimen 
letters. 


THE  STAGE. 

No.  41.  THE  ROYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
ROOK,  -Containing  n  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  ROYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish.  Also  end  men’s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  4r>.  TIIE  ROYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  BOOK.  Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  hook,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  hooks  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  eolloMion  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  oi 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No.  80.  (JUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 


HOUSEKEEPING. 

TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN— Containing 
for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub- 


No.  16.  HOW 
full  instructions 
or  country,  and 
flowers  at  home 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK.— One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  IIOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published, 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment, 
money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOYY  rl  O  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
kook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
book,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre  Crib- 
bago.  Casino,  Forty-five,  Bounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  ’ 
Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games 
No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO- PUZZLES.— Containing  over 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

I  TOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE _ It 

ife  secret  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
I  here  s  happiness  in  it. 

HOW  TO  BEHAVE.— -Containing  the  rules  and  eti- 
good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
of  appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church 
and  in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

H°W  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

popular  selections  in  use.  comprising  Dutch 
and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
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No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.-  Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ar* 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  IIOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 

dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene. 

No. *50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  valu¬ 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects.  « 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty- 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry;  also  ex 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry.  an<: 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloons. 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  handbook  foi 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  ■water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handv  books  published. 

No.  38.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  YOTTR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it ; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  Bv  Captain  W.  De  W 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET.— Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations.  Duties.  Staff  of  Officers  Post 
Guard.  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  bov  ‘should 
t0  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens.  author 
of  I  low  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADKT.-Completc  ’ 
structions  of  bow  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction  dt 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United 
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piled  and  written  by  L\i  Senarens,  author  of  “How 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 


to  Become  a 


PRICK  10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  FOR  35  CENTS. 
Address  l-RANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


SECRET  SERVICE 

OLD  AND  YOUNO  KINO  BRADY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 
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The  P.lack  Hand  :  or,  The  Two  King 
An  Interesting  Detective  Story. 

Told  by  the  Ticker ;  or,  The  Two  King 
Case. 


Bradys  Against  a  Hard  Gang. 
Bradys  on  a  Wall  Street 


The  Bradys  After  a  Million  ;  or.  Their  Chase  to  Save  an  Heiress. 
The  Bradys'  Great  Bluff;  or.  A  Bunco  Game  that  Failed  to  Work. 

In  and  Out;  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys  on  a  Lively  Chase. 

The  Bradys'  Hard  Fight ;  or,  After  the  Pullman  Car  Crooks. 

Case  Number  Ten  :  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Private  Asylum  Fraud. 
The  Bradys'  Silent  Search  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Gang. 
The  Maniac  Doctor  .  or.  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  in  Peril. 

Held  at  Bay  ;  or,  The  Bradys  on  a  Baffling  Case. 

Miss  Mystery,  the  Girl  from  Chicago;  or,  Old  and  Young  King 
Brady  on  a  Dark  Trail. 

The  Bradys’  Deep  Game  ;  or.  Chasing  the  Society  Crooks. 

Hop  Lee.  the  Chinese  Slave  Dealer  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady 
and  the  Opium  Fiends. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Dark  ;  or.  The  Hardest  Case  of  All. 

The  Queen  of  Diamonds  ;  or,  The  Two  King  Bradys'  Treasure  Case. 

The  Great  River  Mystery, 
or.  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and  the 


The  Bradys  on  Top  ;  or 
The  Missing  Eugineer 
Lightning  Express. 
The  Bradys'  Fight  For 
The  Bradys’  Best  Case 
The  Foot  in  the  Frog 
Mystery  of  the  Owl 
The  Bradys'  Hard  Luck 
Bradvs  Baffled  ;  or. 


The 

The 

The 

The 


a  Life  :  or,  A  Mystery  Hard  to  Solve. 

:  or.  Tracking  the  River  Pirates. 

;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  and 
Train. 

;  or.  Working  Against  Odds. 

In  Search  of  the  Green  Goods  Men. 


the 


Opium  King;  or.  The  Bradys'  Great  Chinatown  Case. 

Bradys  in  Mall  Street:  or.  A  Plot  to  Steal  a  Million. 

Girl  Prom  Boston  ;  or,  Old  and  Young  King  Brady  on  a  Peculiar 
Case. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Shoplifters  ;  or,  Hard  Work  on  a  Dry  Goods 
Case. 

Zig  Zag  the  Clown  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Great  Circus  Trail. 

The  Bradys  Out  West  ;  or.  Winning  a  Hard  Case. 

After  the  Kidnappers  ;  or,  The  Bradys  on  a  False  Clue, 
old  and  Young  King  Bradys'  Battle  :  or.  Bound  to  Win  Their  Case. 
The  Bradys'  Race  Track  Job  ;  or,  Crooked  Work  Among  Jockeys. 
Found  in  the  Bay  ;  or.  The  Bradys  on  a  Great  Murder  Mystery* 

The  Bradys  in  Chicago  :  or.  Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Lake  Front. 
The  Bradys’  Great  Mistake  ;  or,  Shadowing  the  Wrong  Man. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Mail  Mystery  ;  or.  Working  for  the  Government. 
The  Bradys  Down  South  ;  or,  The  Great  Plantation  Mystery. 

The  House  in  the  Swamp  ;  or,  The  Bradys'  Keenest  Work. 

The  Knock-out-Drops  Gang;  or.  The  Bradys'  Risky  Venture. 

The  Bradys'  Close  Shave;  or.  Into  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

The  Bradys'  Star  Case  ;  or.  Working  for  Love  and  Glory. 

The  Bradys  in  ’Frisco  ;  or,  A  Three  Thousand  Mile  Iliiut. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Express  Thieves;  or,  Tracing  the  Package 
Marked  ••Paid." 

The  Bradys’  Hot  Chase  :  or.  After  the  Ilorse  Stealers. 

The  Bradys'  Great  Wager  :  or.  The  Queen  of  Little  Monte  Carlo. 
The  Bradys’  Double  Net  ;  or,  Catching  the  Keenest  of  Criminals. 
The  Man  in  the  Steel  Mask  ;  or.  The  Bradys'  Work  for  a  Great 
Fortune. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Trunk  :  or.  Working  a  Silent  Clew. 

Going  It  Blind:  or.  The  Bradys’  Good  Luck. 

The  Bradys  Balked:  or.  Working  up  Queer  Evidence. 

Against  Big  Odds:  or.  The  Bradys'  Great  Stroke. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Forger:  or.  Tracing  the  N.  G.  Check. 

The  Bradys’  Trump  Card;  or.  Winning  a  Case  by  Bluff. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Grave  Robbers :  or.  Tracking  the  Cemetery 
Owls. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Boy;  or.  The  Mystery  of  School  No.  6 
The  Bradys  Behind  the  Scenes:  or.  The  Great  Theatrical  Case. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Opium  Dens;  or.  Trapping  the  Crooks  of 
Chinatown. 

The  Bradys  Down  East ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Country  Town. 
Working  for  the  Treasury:  or.  The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Burglars. 
The  Bradys'  Fatal  Clew:  or,  A  Desperate  (lamp  for  Gold. 
Shadowing  the  Sharpers,  or.  The  Bradys'  .$10,000  Deal. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Firebug:  or.  Found  in  the  Flames. 

The  Bradys  in  Texas:  or.  The  Great  Ranch  Mystery. 

The  Bradys  on  the  Ocean:  or.  The  Mystery  of  Stateroom  No.  7. 
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The  Bradys  and  the  Office  Boy  ; 
The  Bradys  in  the  Backwoods 
Camp. 

Ching  Foo, 

Smokers. 

The  Bradys' 


or.  Working  Up  a  Business  Case. 

;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Hunters' 


and  the  Runaway  Boys :  or 


Shadowing  the  Circus 
Solving  the  Mystery  of  the  Old 


the  Yellow  Dwarf;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Opiunj 

Still  Hunt  :  or,  The  Case  that  was  Won  by  Waiting 
Caught  by  the  Camera:  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  from  Maine 
The  Bradys  in  Kentucky  ;  or.  Tracking  a  Mountain  Gang. 

The  Marked  Bank  Note  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Below  the  Dead  Line. 

The  Bradys  on  Deck  :  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Private  Yacht. 

The  Bradys  in  a  Trap:  or.  Working  Against  a  Hard  Gang 
Over  the  Line  ;  or.  The  Bradys’  Chase  Through  Canada. 

The  Bradys  in  Society  :  or.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Barlow. 

The  Bradys  in  the  Slums;  or.  Trapping  the  Crooks  of  the  "Red 
Light  District." 

Found  in  the  River ;  or,  The  Bradys  and  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 
Mystery. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Missing  Box  ;  or,  Running  Down  the  Railroad 
Thieves. 

The  Queen  of  Chinatown  ;  or.  The  Bradys  Among  the  “Hop"  Fiends 
The  Bradys  and  the  Girl  Smuggler;  or.  Working  for  the  Custom 
House. 

The  Bradys 
Sharps. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Ghosts  ;  or 
Church  Yard. 

The  Bradys  and  the  Brokers;  or.  A  Desperate  Game  in  Wall  Street 
Bradys’  Fight  to  a  Finish  :  or.  Winning  a  Desperate  Case. 
Bradys'  Race  for  Life  ;  or.  Rounding  Up  a  Tough  Trio. 

Bradys'  Last  Chance  ;  or.  The  Case  in  the  Dark. 

Bradys  on  the  Road  :  or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Drummer. 
Girl  in  Black  :  or.  The  Bradys  Trapping  a  Confidence  Queen 
Bradys  in  Mulberry  Bend  :  or.  The  Boy  Slaves  of  "Little  Italy.” 
Bradys’  Battle  for  Life ;  or.  The  Keen  Detectives'  Greatest 
Peril.  • 

The  Bradys  and  the  Mad  Doctor ;  or.  The  Haunted  Mill  in  the 
Marsh. 

The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
ment. 

The  Bradys' 

Bradys 

Bradys  Beyond  Their  Depth  :  or.  The  Great  Swamp  Mystery 
Bradys'  Hopeless  Case  :  or.  Against  Plain  Evidence. 

Bradys  at  the  Helm  ;  or,  the  Mystery  of  the  River  Steamer. 
Bradys  in  Washington  :  or.  Working  for  the  President. 

The  Bradys  Duped  :  or.  The  Cunning  Work  of  Clever  Crooks. 

The  Bradys  in  Maine  :  or.  Solving  the  Great  Camp  Mystery. 
Bradys  on  the  Great  Lakes:  or.  Tracking  the  Canada  Gang. 
Bradys  in  Montana  :  or.  The  Great  Copper  Mine  Case 
Bradys  Hemmed  In:  or.  Their  Case  in  Arizona. 

Bradys  at  Sea:  or,  A  Hot  Chase  Over  the  Ocean. 

or.  The  Bradys  After  a  Confidence 
Chinamen  :  or.  The  Yellow  Fiends 


The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 


on  the  Rail  : 
and  the  Spy 


or.  A  Mystery  of  the  Lightning  Express, 
or,  Working  Against  the  Police  Depart- 


The 

The 
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The 


The 

The 

The 

The 

The 

The 


Deep  Deal 
in  a  Snare  : 


or.  Hand-in-Gl 
or.  The  Worst 


ove  with  Crime. 
Case  of  All. 


Queen, 
of  the 


Girl  from  London  ; 

Bradys  Among  the 
Opium  Joints. 

The  Rradysjand  the  Pretty  Shop  Girl  ;  or.  The  Grand  Street 
Mvsterv 
The  Bradvs 
The  Bradys 
Mistake 


and  the  Gypsies; 
and  the  Wrong 


or.  Chasing  the 
Man:  or.  The 


Child 

Stow 


Stealers, 
of  a  Strange 


The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradvs 
Tourist. 
The  Bradys 
The  Bradys 


Betrayed  : 
and  Their 
•  n  the  Everglades 


or.  In  the  Hands  of  a  Traitor. 

Doubles:  or,  A  Strange  Tangle  of  Crime. 

or.  The  Strange  Case  of  a  Summer 


Defied:  or.  The  Hardest  Gang  in  New  Y’ork. 
in  High  Li,e  .  or,  I  he  Great  Society  YIvsterv 


5  The  Bradys  Among  Thieves:  or.  Hot  Worn  in  the  Bowery 

6  The  Bradys  and  the  Sharpers;  or.  In  Darkest  New  Y'ork 
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